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SPICE @ LIFE 


THE OLD TIME SMITH AND HIS 
FLAPPER GAL WIFE 


On a beautiful Sabath morning, the knot of 
love was tied, 
This blaeksmith thought the world he’d 
gain, by the help of his beautiful bride, 
Then on odes morning, this is what she 
said. 
John! John! my hubby dear, can’t you make 
the bread? 
Yes! my dear, I'll roll the dough, just one 
more little heap, 
This, I thought you understood, before you 
took the leap. 


The next day Tuesday morning, he decided 
to keep his seat 
Then she balled him out by saying, Come 
on old scout and cut the meat, 
Oh! yes, my dear, I'll cut the meat just to 
show you how, 
These things I thought you surely knew, 
before you took the vow. 


The next was Wednesday morning, the man 
got roffie, 
When he heard his angel squeal, Come and 
grind the coffee, 
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Yes, I'll grind the coffee as the mill is hard 
to turn, 
If I ain't played the Devil boys, I'll just 
be Dur—. 


The next was Thursday morning, this black- 
smith was in a flutter 
When his pet lion roared, to the cellar John 
and get the butter, 
Oh! yes I'll bring the butter, then I'll go on 
a loop 
Over to the restaurant, I guess and take 
a bowl of soup. 


This taken place on Friday, according to the 


book, 
She baHed him out again, you've got to hire 
a cook, 
You're darn right, I'll hire a cook, or else I'll 
beg or borrow, 
And I don't give a tinker or darn if you 
croak tomorrow. 


All this happened in one short week, 
In order to make life happier 

This poor fool wanted a wife, 
And got a Dadburn Flapper. 
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Foreward 


E appreciate the fact that any new and different thing has to be 
more or less of an experiment and that our ideas as to what the 
ZA reading public wants may be all wrong but that remains to be seen. 
——2 We think that we are on the right track by trying to produce a 
different magazine that will not be a radical departure from the accepted 
standard types but will combine the best features and eliminate the ob- 
jectionable parts of the modern periodical. It is a large job and one that 
will require a lot of time and patience for we must feel our way carefully 
through several issues until we strike just the happy medium that we 
feel sure the public desires. 

Lack of pages makes it impossible to cover all of our intended sub- 
jects at one time, therefore, we will have to distribute them throughout 
the first three issues and later, by a process of careful consideration and 
elimination, condense the contents into a series of standard departments. 

We have made a minute study of the popular magazine market and 
have compiled a list of subjects that seem to be the favorite dishes on 
the literary menu. If anything of importance has been omitted we hope 
that our readers will apprise us of the fact so that we may make our 
publication as complete as possible. Variety is our watch word and we 
don’t want to miss any tricks. 

Our list of items at present includes Humor, Sports, Theatricals, Mo- 
vies, Art, Politics, Radio, Science, Travel, Adventure, World Events, 
New York Night Life, Philosophy, Poetry, Society, Business, Fashions, 
Music, Education, Cartoons, Children’s Page, Shoppers’ Guide; Useful 
Information, and plenty of clean but snappy spice. The magazine will 
be well illustrated with clever drawings and interesting photographs that 
will also reflect the idea of pleasing variety. Each subject will be covered 
from a little different angie than is now the familiar thing, partly serious, 
partly humorous and a wee bit satirical. Our reviews will be impartial 
and written with the desire to present to our readers the true facts. 

We have chosen the “Little Chef” as our symbol because, as he is pic- 
tured doing, we sample the various ingredients of Life and combine them 
into an appetizing dish for our readers’ delectation. A spicy, whole- 
some palatable dish that we hope will appeal to the taste of old and young 
and agree perfectly with your literary digestions. 

Remember, it will take the first three issues of SPICE O LIFE to 
present all of our prospective departments and establish a standard 
monthly program, therefore, note well the contents of each issue and if 
you have any suggestions for the betterment of the magazine the editor 
will consider it a great favor if you will take the trouble to write and tell 
him about it. 

We want to make this your magazine, composed of your favorite sub- 
jects and presented in the manner that you like best. 

Yours for a long congenial future. THE EDITOR. 
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Four 


Impressions from the wicked pen of one of our foremost satirical caricaturist s—Jokn Decker 
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Pi Phi—How do you know he 
is a wicked man from out West. 
Theta—Why, he told me he 
was from the Bad Lands. 
—Minn. Ski-U-Mah. 
Coalman—When I got round 
with that load o’ coal for Mr. 
Jones, ’i’s ’ouse was on fire! 
Coal Merchant — That’s un- 
fortunate! I suppose he told 
you to bring it back? 
Coalman—No, ’e said if it was 
anything like the last lot, I'd 
better ehuck it on! 
—Bradford Pioneer. 


Chemist — Something to kill 
moths, sir? Have you tried 
moth balls? 

Customer—Yes! No use at 
al. I’ couldn't hit the little 
blighters. 

—Humorist. 


“It is high time," said the re- 
former, “that we had a moral 
awakening. Let us arise in our 
might. Let us gird our loins. 
Let us take off our coats. Let 
us bare our arms. Let us——” 

“Hold on, now!” exclaimed a 
tall, thin woman near the plat- 
form. “If this is to be a moral 
awakening, don’t you dare to 
take off another thing!" 

—Tit-Bits. 


"Yes, when she wasn't look- 
ing I kissed her." 

“What did she do?" 

“Refused to look at me for 
the rest of the evening." 

—Northern Daily Telegraph. 


Teacher When was Rome 
built? 

Boy—At night. 

Teacher—Who told you that? 


Boy—You did. You said 
Rome wasn’t built in a day. 
—Answers. 


“Have you any alarm clocks?” 
inquired the customer. ‘What 
{ want is one that will arouse 
father without waking the 
whole family.” 

“T don’t know of any such 
alarm clock as that, madam,” 
said the man behind the coun- 
ter. “We keep just the ordi- 
nary kind that will wake the 
whole family without disturb- 
ing father.” 

—The Humorist. 


The Disconsolate One—I wish 
] were dead. 

The Consoler—Why? Cant 
you marry her — or did you? 


—Irish Weekly Times. 


Six EPISODES IN LiFE 


Chapter I. 
Born. 


Chapter II. 
Bred. 


Chapter III. 
Engaged. 


Chapter IV. 
Wed. 


Chapter V. 
Worried., 


Chapter VI. 
Dead. 


—London Opinion. 


“Didn’t I see you going down 
the street the other day with 
an apple in your hand?" 

“Quite so, old chap. I was go- 
ing to call on the doctor’s wife.” 


—Tatler. 
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Poor Old King Coal 


OLD KING COAL was a merry old soul, 
If given a chance to be, 
He laughed at the storm and kept us warm, 
And cozy you and me. 


UP high on his throne he reigned alone, 
As Winter winds did blow, 
Both far and near he spread good cheer, 
Through chilling sleet and snow. 


BUT now alas, has come to pass, 
A most distressing state, 
The jolly King whose praise we sing, 
Has met a dreadful fate. 


IN heavy chains King Coal remains, 
‘While numb with cold are we, 
And on the throne with pity none, 
Sits grim Monopoly. 


A TYRANT cruel whose heartless rule, 
Arouses public ire, 
But weak with cold we give our gold, 
That we may have a fire. 


WHEN all is spent the government, 
Perhaps will leave its hole, 
And condescend our woes to mend, 
And liberate King Coal. 
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EMEMBER the slogan, “Keep cool with 
Coolidge?” Not so bad in the good old 
pM summer time but we really do not think 
— that the administration should adhere so 
literally to the letter of the idea now that winter 
has parked itself in our shivering midst. Seems 
that the thing has been carried a little too far. 
We would rather have a few tons of good old 
anthracite, if you please. 


With Li] OP N'York crowding Pittsburgh for 
her sooty laurels and a fine assortment of chil- 
blains and frost-bites being passed out to friend 
Publie we are of the opinion that something must 
be wrong with the “central heating plant" A 
coal strike now and then is all right for a diver- 
sion but we really can't get used to it as a 
steady diet. Even the well-known “red-hot 
mammas" are cooling off. 


Yes, we are willing to keep cool with Coolidge, 
but blamed if we like the idea of being frozen 
stiff. 


Cuckoo Insurance 


E saw a news account the other day about 
a company that had been formed to insure 

bootleggers. The new company had over 
— 1,200 “policy. holders" and was netting 1,- 
000 per cent returns to its promoters. This boot- 
leggers' insurance protected rum dealers against 
loss, jail terms, and accidents which was quite 
a step towards elevating the social standing of 
the “honorable profession." 


iAs long as there are such enterprising promo- 
ters outside of jail why not insure the consumers 
of the "stuff?" "The reason is self-evident. Can 
you imagine any insurance company issuing a 
life policy to some fool bozo who was sitting on 
an open keg of gun-powder with a cigarette in 
his mouth and a box of matches in each hand? 
No, neither has a Siberian sword-fish any 
bananas. 


Bootleggers' insurance is it? Must be some 
sort of fire insurance. What we really need is 
Prohibition Insurance. 


The Snoop 


listen, good people, 
Beware of the Snoop, 
It’s a mean little pest 
Of the parasite group, 
it bores into secrets 
And pries where it shouldn't, 
And always shows up 


Where we’d rather it wouldn’t. 


It feeds upon scandal, 
Destroys public rights, 
And spreads germs of gloom 
In whoever it bites, 
The Snoop is a nuisance 
To that all agree, 
Why we let it exist 
Is a mystery to me. 


It polutes our morals 
With petty hypocracy, 
And gnaws the foundations 
Of our dear democracy. 
Nothing is safe 
From this worrisome pest, 
Tt always is busy 
And gives us no rest. 


In all private business 
You'll find its sharp nose, 


And it spreads grief and trouble 


Wherever it goes. 
So if you delight 
In a “kick” in your “soup,” 
Keep your cellar well locked 
And beware of the Snoop. 


W; BG, 


Life 


Seven 


SAW a blazing sun leap from the East 
and mount the Heavens proudly, arrogant- 
3| ly, but Night, the steady plodder, o’ercame 
him without effort, slowly, surely and 


when again its sable veil it drew aside, lo, another 
Day was born to triumph its short hour and wane 


and die. 


Eight. 


ISCOVERIES seem to be of three major 
classes, beneficial discoveries, detrimental 
discoveries and problematical discoveries. 
The big stunt is in the classification. Like 
our old friend, movie censorship, what is sauce 
for the goose is very often wood-alcohol for mis- 
ter gander and so the war of opinions wages 
back and forth across the no-man’s-land of the 
press and other mediums of public expression. 

What a blessing the radio is to many and, by 
the same token, what a curse to others! Should 
the radio, then, be classed as a beneficial or detri- 
mental discovery? Some say one way and some 
say the other which to our mind puts it more 
in the problematical basket. To a certain extent 
it educates the masses, it brings entertainment 
to those unable to go forth in search of it, it 
gives profitable employment to thousands of skill- 
ful hands and it howls horribly when you want 
to show it off, saps the family bankroll for up- 
keep and drives the neighbors to the point of ut- 
ter distraction. 

The first-night astronomers of Broadway hail 
the discovery of a new star in the Rialto’s daz- 
zling firmament. At once magazines, photog- 
raphers, reviewers, and special copy-writers hop 
aboard the band-wagon and rake the easy 
shekels into their various coffers. The box- 
office receipts fatten and a fickle audience im- 
agines for a space that the moon is completely 
composed of very green cheese. All well and 
good, but there is the other side of it too. Heart- 
aches and jealousy of dethroned favorites, insati- 
able graft, heavy payment in currency not passed 
by the mint and the invariable raid on the pub- 
lic purse. Some gain, soe lose, so on what side 
of the fence does that discovery belong? 

Consider the suspicious wife who after years 
of fruitless but persistent seareh at last discov- 
ers, in the reluctant pocket of her peaeefully 
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snoring spouse, a daintily scented missive, vibrat- 
ing with passion and the reference to stolen mo- 
ments of romance. Could anyone class that dis- 
covery under a stereotyped head and rest assured 
that no mistake was made? What would the re- 
action of the lady in question be? She might 
swoon upon being confronted by the leering evi- 
dence of betrayed love and confidence, she might 
rave in a jealous frenzy and wax vicious with a 
thirst for carnage and hunger for vengeance, she 
might deluge the works with a flood of ready 
tears and wail loudly in the throes of aceute self- 
pity. Then, on the other hand, her face might 
radiate the joy of at last “getting him with the 
goods,” she might welcome the tell-tale billet doux 
as the key with which to unlock marriage-bonds 
long since grown irksome, she might exult in the 
evidence to use as an excuse for her own indis- 
cretions. And the husband, what of him? Would 
he be glad of the exposure, or would he curse 
the cause or carelessness of it all? 

Some inquisitive old fogies are digging about 
in the burial place of some long dead civilization 
and happen to unearth a few odd bones of its 
Time devoured carcass. They are hilarious with 
joy and rush their discoveries post-haste to 
some welcoming museum. The scientific world 
is abuzz with wild theories, the ever-ready press 
dilates them eager details to astounding propor- 
tions, great expeditions are organized, war is de- 
clared between noted authorities, much digging is 
indulged in and vast sums of money spent, more 


‘interesting bones are found and over-illustrated 


feature pages startle the susceptible public into 
a state of mental hysteria to be as quickly for- 
gotten with the advent of the next sensational 
murder, hold-up or divorce scandal. 

It seems to us that discoveries are only relative 
after all. Maybe Einstein could work out a the- 
ory whereby to judge them all correctly but for 
our part we have our fingers crossed. 
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MASON GETS TRACK 
` OF AN ANCIENT CITY 
Expedition to Yucatan Finds 


Herring, Gall and Fish 
Hawk Far South. 


By GREGORY MASON 
Qf tho Miro-Spinden Expedition to 
Céntrat America, 


We sailed from Belife Saturday. 

. Yesterday we grounded on Hicks Cay 
om the failing fide and seemed likely 
to remain On the Spring tide. By 
‘shifting the cargo, backing both èn- 
gines and kedgiug, however, we man- 

te from t S 

eve n] a tente Du ot Bats 
ize, the furthest. south record for this 
species, also 


Ruins in Yucatan 


E are informed by the 
W press that a scientific 
expedition operating in 
the wilds of Yucatan has 
gotten wind of an ancient bur- 
ried city northwest of the town 
of Ascension. This Time 
wrecked metropolis of the past 
is believed to belong to the lost 
civilization of the Mayas and 
great scientific interest eenters 
upon the probable discoveries to 
be made. 

Perhaps, somewhere in those 
crumbling ruins of a forgotten 
age will be found the answer to 
that muehly mooted question, 
“What is the proper length for 
milady"s skirt?" Of course the 
Maya women may not have worn 
skirts but nevertheless you can 


hardly blame Man for trying ` 


to dig up an authority on the 
Subject. The longer dead, the 
fewer the arguments, say we, 
so trot out your Poiret of old 
Yucatan and pass the buck to 
him. If skirts get much shorter 


we will have to delve into the 
fovrth dimention in order te 
comprehend them at all. 


ex 


Some Riddle Reader 


HE inscriptions of the an- 

; cient Etruscans at last 
deciphered! Marvelous! 

In accomplishing this 

feat, Professor Cavallazzi has 
performed a great service to 

civilization by revealing the 
very interesting secrets of one 
of the sealed vaults of the past. 


Perhaps when he tires of 
solving time-locked riddles, we 
might inveigle the professor into 
taekeling a few of our modern 
puzzles such as railroad time- 
tables, income tax reports, Con- 
gress and hash. 


HAS DECIF HERED ETRUSCAN. 


Mian Savant's Feat Gréatly Inter- 
4 ests French Scientists, 


Copfright; 1926, by The Mew York Times Company, 
"E Cable to TEn Now York Trisss, 


PARIS, Jan. 21.—French savants dro 

` foundly interested in the announce, 
ment of Antonio Cavallazzi, architect 
and the Master of Conferences at the 
famous Foliteenico ef Milan, that he 
has discovered an accurate method of 
all doeumen of the 

: 2 oe until now 


than 100 inecriptions | i; 
opinion of Profesdor Caw 

the Etruscan lange sed on 
the Greek. It isy+/B™ 

discovery is confi 4 
the world an epech 


d 


You All Know Him 


“You say you are from Lon- 
don? That would make you a 
Londonite, wouldn’t it? By the 
way, may I have another one of 
those cigars?” 


“Yes. And you say you are 
from Paris?’—Flamingo. 


Nine 


Wild and Wooly 
Pi Phi—How do you know he 
is a wicked man from out West? 
Theta—Why, he told me he 
was from the Bad Lands. 
—Minn. Ski-U-Mah. 


RH 


The Shoe On Other Foot 


ERE’S reverse English 
H for you. Page the Day- 
RES 


ton savants and see what 
they have to say about 
this new pearl of wisdom. 


Why not just as well believe 
that the monkey deseended 
from Man as well as that Man 
himself did the descending act? 
Sounds plausible and we ean al- 
most believe that we see the 
evvolution process going on be- 
fore our very eyes. Did you 
ever notice a somewhat clever 
girl pull a reverse Darwin on 
a supposedly bright example of 
the genus Homo? Monkey 
business surely regardless of 
what side of the ledger the an- 
ser shows up on. 


Ape-Eating Race Believe 
Monkey Descended From Man 


LONDON, Jan. 26 (P.—The Rev. 
R.-H. C. Graham, a B 
stonary who spent thirty. en 
years on the lower Qongo, has re- 
turhéd with accounts of a raee of 
‘Africans he encountered who be- 
lieve. that the monkey is descended 
from man. These “new evolution- 
ists,” Mr. Graham said in a lec- 
ture before members of:the British 
Phrenological Society, are the Ba- 
tangi, who hunt the chintpanizee fer 1 
foód. JJ 

The missionary quoted a Besos 
leader a3 saying to him: € 

"In many ages past the a 2 
cestors were man. Thos 4^ 
debt, and made many (RE yo 


refused to speak. Evér 
have remained degenera 
are bettér and prouder ! 
apes; therefore, we eat them, 


Ten 
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"Humor and Laughter” 


ALL WET 
Joe—I was going to buy 
$200,000 worth of Florida real 
estate yesterday, but he asked 
$300,000 for it, so I took my 
fifty dollar deposit back and 
walked right out of the office. 
I think PH buy Rockaway real 
estate from now on, anyway. 
What’s the difference? Water’s 

water. Keith-Albee Circuit. 
+ 


SATISFYING HER CONSCIENCE 

She—Stop! 

He—I won't. 

She (with a sigh of relief) — 
All right; I’ve done my duty. 

^* * * 
PLEASANT SECLUSION 

Ventriloquist—Now be a nice 
little boy or I'll put you back 
in the trunk. 

Dummy—I don't care. 

Ventriloquist—What, do you 
want to go back in the trunk? 

Dummy—Sure. 

Ventriloquist—Why ? 

Dummy—lIt’s full of liquor. 

Merry, Merry 
% * * 

Major—'"Haven't you been 
here long enough to know how 
to stand at attention?" 

Fresh Fish (attired in uni- 
form twice his size)—"'I am 
standing at attention, sir. It is 
only my uniform that is at ease." 

—Mugwump. 

* * * 

NExT QUESTION 
“Hubby, do you love me?" 
“Yeg.” 

“How much do you love me?” 

“How much do you need?” 


SQUIRREL F00D 

Once there was a rural post- 
man who took the prize for 
dumbness. He was delivering 
an express package one day 
which contained a pet squirrel. 
The squirrel jumped out, and 
started to disappear across the 
horizon. 

“Why don’t you ehase it?” in- 
quired a bystander, excitedly. 

“Don’t worry about that,” re- 
plied the letter carrier. “He 
doesn’t know where he’s going. 
I've got the address here.” 

—Keith-Albee Circuit. 


Ka * * 


A PooR SHOT 

On the range, a party of re- 
cruits were firing their first 
course. The sergeant in charge 
noticed that one of them—a man 
named Smith—was missing the 
target every time. 

At last, quite fed up with the 
man’s bad firing, the sergeant 
went across to him and told him 
to go and shoot himself. 

The man disappeared. A few 
seconds later a report was heard 
from the spot where Smith had 
gone. The sergeant hurried to 
the spot and shouted: “Are you 
there, Smith?” 

“Yes, sergeant,” came the re- 
ply. “I’ve missed again.” 

x x * 
FAMOUS OLD BURGH 

Announcer on radio — This 
station is Detroit, M-I-C-H. 

Ventriloquist—You're wrong. 
Detroit, F. O. B. 

—Loew's Circuit. 


SUPPLY TO DEMAND 


Hank Am I a married man? 
I sure am, little girl. I've been 
married three times. But the 
Lord's been good to me. . He's 
taken two of them away. That/s 
why I always say, “As long as 
the Lord takes ’em I’ll furnish 
"em 77 

Loew’s Circuit. 


* * * 
No RUSH 


“Henry,” said Mrs. Glipping, 
in tearful tones. 


“Well, my dear?" replied 
Henry, looking up from the 
paper. “What is it?” 


“If I were to die tonight, 
would you marry again?" 
“Not tonight.” 


* * * 


WRONG DIAGNOSIS 


She—I hear your uncle is mad 
at doctors. 

Joe — No wonder. Do you 
know what they did to him? 

She—No. What was that? 

Joe—Well, uncle 4 some- 
thing the matter him so 
he couldn’t walk. He went to 
a specialist for $50 and the 
specialist told him to have his 
teeth extracted. Uncle had all 
his teeth pulled out, and just as 
the last one came out he dis- 
covered what was keeping him 
from walking 

She—What was that? 

Joe—A nail in his shoe. 

—Keith-Albee Cireuit. 


WHO KNOWS HIS PAST. 

_| TO HER HE FORSWEARS 
FREE LOVE, AND PROMISES 
»-— Y FIDELITY — 
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AZZLAND! Where is this Jazzland? Is 
wy it Broadway or is it Main Street? We 
“area Know of its existence and recognize its 
222 importance but can we locate it or define 
its boundaries? 

For the benefit of those who do not know, 
perhaps a little light on the subject would be 
appreciated. 

Jazzland is located in the merry little bobbed 
heads of our flapper daughters and in the quick 
pulse of impatient, irreverent youth. It is a king- 
dom of thoughtless pleasure, barbaric, pagan, 
elemental, liberal of license yet exacting from 
its devoted subjects staggering taxes of mind 
and body. Jazzland, the gay carefree empire of 
Abandon is, after all, but a tiny realm, bounded 
by the forbidding heights of Propriety, the dark 
lands of Disillusionment and the treacherous 
waters of Scandal. 


ADMITS PUPILS DRINK. 


Spéaker at Jersey Meeting Blames 
Parents and Defends Schools. 
Special to The New York Times. 

ATLANTIC CITY, N. J., Jan. 21.— |’ 

The pupils.of the schools and colleges 

of this country are drinking, propor- 

coe as much liquor as the adults, | 


to an assertion today at bé 
anual conference of New J erse 


: ^ 
"But you cannot blame them,” “he 
continued. ‘They are behaving pretty 
: much as any one could reasonably ex- 
į pect them to behave. Adults drink and 
FS young people think it is proper to 
imitate. The responsibility lies with 
ithe adults and the home, for only > 


| hom 


Bottle Babies 
HADES of Flaming Youth!! This is a 
pretty pickle indeed! Evidently the 


ZU younger generation and Demon Rum are 
225) booze-um friends. Who would have 
dreamed of such a thing? Something must be 
done about it! Have Congress appoint a comi- 
mittee to investigate and report where they get 

- it. We'd like to know too, if it’s good stuff. 
According to some crepe hanging calamity howl- 
ers the old adage has been changed to “children 
should be obscene and speak easy.” Perhaps 
there have been too many “bottle babies" dur- 
ing the past twenty years or so. Surely the 
present deplorable situation should not be as- 
cribed to the schools. Rather a form of “higher 
education,” as it were. 

“These kids! They’ll be the death of us yet, 
Maria!” 


Eleven 


HIS is indeed a Jazz-mad age.  Every- 
thing reflects to some degree the spirit of 
Tay) Jazz and old and young it’s just the same. 

See The supposedly staid old parent who de- 
plores flapper daughter’s Charleston knees gets 
quite a kick out of station B-V-D on the radio 
ae the highly jazzed head lines in the daily jour- 
nals. 


Jazz has graduated from the status of a nov- 
elty to that of a national institution. The mod- 
ern Jazz orchestra has to have more odd parts 
than an old-style linotype machine. 


Syncopation used to be a somewhat question- 
able art but now it is a necessary virtue. No 
musical program can get along without it. 

Jazz, of course, is essentially an attribute of 
Youth. That is why Age is so fond of it. 

Even Politics have been jazzed up. The Con- 
gressional Record will soon be made to fit the 
Victrola. 

What price Jazz? That will remain to be seen 
by future generations. We have our fingers 
crossed. 


NE doesn’t have to be a comedian in or- 
der to get a laugh out of some of the sug- 
gaur gested Spring Styles. With an assortment 
emm of novelties such as rolled-top lingerie, 
openwork half-hose, spike-heeled pumps, low- 
and-behold gowns, garter alarm clocks, oa 
seek hats and vanity humi- 
dores to pick from we expect 
the fair sex to dish us out 
a great comedy act this 
Spring. 


Twelve 


A Cold Cut 


You may sing me a song of a sharp cutting knife, 
With an edge just as keen as the tongue of your wife. 
You may sing me a ballad of chisels and saws, 

That will never grow dull, that defy nature’s laws; 
But there’s something cuts sharper than any tool made, 
Did a girl ever give you the cold shoulder blade? 


Charleston 


HE puzzle of the day. 

Nobody seems to know 

just what or why it is. 

Some call it a dance, 
some a disease and others use 
much stronger language. 

In spite of all preventative 
measures the epidemic seems to 
be spreading. 

Where did this “Charleston” 
come from anyway? South Car- 
olina passes the buck to West 
Virginia but she hoists her right 
hand and disclaims all owner- 
ship. We suppose that like 
Topsy, it “just growed.” Any- 
way the blamed thing is here 
With both feet— and a lot of 
spare parts thrown in. 

In many ways the symptoms 
are similar to that number 
made famous by St. Vitus, al- 
though it also combines many 
of the “best features” of the 
Hula-hula, the shimmy, sailors’ hornpipe and the 
Highland fling. 

Nothing seems to be immune from the Charles- 
ton. Even buildings have been known to fall 
for it. 

Once it gets a hold on you it is all over but 
the linament. The more you try to shake it the 
better you have it. You could shake the old- 
fashioned shimmy all right but then the respons- 
ibility there rested lightly on your shoulders but 
as for the Charleston—well, it gives you wobbly 
knees, weak ankles and an assortment of other 


ailments. 
Sa SS 


Because it has been 
known to make bow- 
legged girls knock-kneed 
the Charleston is be 
lieved to be some kind of 
a “reform” movement. 
“Movement” is right and 
its popularity lies in the 
fact that you don’t have 
to use your head. All 
the rest of the body, 
though, is in great de- 
mand. 


MR. HI SPEED 


Inventor of the New Charles- 
ton Step “The Slipper Stump” 


SPICE O LIFE 


Just Desserts 


The Queen of Hearts, 
She made some tarts. 
She made them on a Sunday. 
The King of Hearts, 
He ate those tarts, 
And they planted him on Monday. 


Melody Plus 


JME people seem to 
think that in order to 

ai be a song-writer you 

d have to be more or less 
of a nut. Suffering from a 
syncopation of the brain and a 
paralysis of the ambition. May- 
be yes, maybe no, but our old 
friend, Irving Berlin threw a 
monkey-wrench into that set 
of gears, didn’t he? 

Wonder if there is anything 
in the rumor that the illustri- 
ous author of that deathlése 
master-piece, “Yes, We Have 
No Bananas," has been signed 
up to write ads for a Florida 
real estate concern. Judging 
from past experiences he ought 
to be successful in roping in 
the suckers. 

Music is said to charm the 
savage beast but when some 
modern Jazz was tried oh a 
tame bear he immediately went wild. Maybe 
Jazz is not music after all Whatever it is it 
thaws out hardening arteries and sprinkles oil 
on Flaming Youth. 

Jazz is merely à matter of locality, anyhow. 
The same assortment of antics that win the first 
prize in a dance-hall contest would get you thirty 
days if pulled out of bounds. 

Even Grand Opera is in danger of being 
jazzed up now that the younger element has taken 
the helm. Who knows but that under the able 
guidance of Otto Kahn, we may witness Pagliaco 
pull a few steps of the Charleston between his 
famous warbles. 

Just how long this Jazz Age will last is hard 
to tell. Maybe the next generation will climb 
aboard the pendulum and tie a can to friend 
Jazz. Henry Ford and Mellie Dunham are do- 
ing their darndest to "bring back the old days," 
so who knows, with the return of the Virginia 
Reel and barn-dances we may get our beer baek 
yet. 

Jazz is something like bootleg liquor. You may 
get a good kick out of it but you never can tell 
when you may be slipped a shot of “wood” that 
will put you in the tin-cup class. 
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ID you ever stop to think what a large part 

in Life smiles play? A slight contortion 
CS of the facial muscles, a brief flash of light 
uu from the eyes and lo—what a difference; 
what a change has been wrought! 

A smile may mean anything, everything or— 
nothing at all. Though it causes much mischief, 
that is true, the smile’s chief mission in this exist- 
ance is Happiness. It is truly a paradox, costing 
nothing, as a rule, to the giver but of inestimable 
value to the receiver. What a world this would 
be without them! 

A smile may denote cheerfulness, hope, good- 
fellowship, love, a sense of humor, confidence, 
pity, understanding, tolerance, satisfaction and mental peace. On the other hand it might mean se- 
cret contempt, craftiness, inticement, intrigue; deception, exultation, superiority or mere camouflage. 
The successful smile analyst is usually the successful individual in this business of Life. 

It is of vastly greater value to be able to read accurately the fleeting smiles of our associates 
than to excell in the deciphering of ancient inscriptions or the translation of babbling tongues. The 
smile is the universal language, spoken alike by the world’s widely scattered children. Give it, 
therefore, careful study and you will have an insight into the very hearts of your fellow men. 
You will learn to understand them, no matter where you may be, and thus avoid many of the 
painful tumbles that haunt the path of our unwary steps. Give freely of your own smiles that 
you too may be understood. Often a smile is equivalent to a volume of words. it can take the 
sting from a pointed question or a curt reply and can heal many a troublesome wound. 

So “Smile, damn you, smile!!"' and when in doubt just—keep smiling. 


The Passing of the “Smile” 
ET'S have a little smile." 


Remember that invita- 


ncm tion now fast becom- 


with a prayer. True, some of 
us are still able to "smile" in se- 
cret but of what use is a light 


me ing a mere echo of a 
by-gone age? "Three fingers of 
that amber nectar beloved of 
those haleyon days "before the 


war." A "smile" symbol of 
Happiness, eraser of Care and 
Sorrow! Truly well named 
then, but it's modern counter- 
part—what a mockery!! A 
“laugh” perhaps, a “curse” 
surely. 


The “smile” of our yesterday 
has departed into the land of 
fond memories, folded away 


The Morning Advertiser 


with trembling fingers between 
the yellowing pages of history, 
moistened with a tear, caressed 


under a bushel? The “smile” 
that shines its cheerful radiance 
on the world is worthy of the 
name but the sly “smirk” that 
today has its birth in some hid- 
den cellar is a menace. 

Perhaps an enlightened, 
emancipated generation will 
again revive the time-honored 
“smile” and drive from its lair 
the serpent of Hypocracy that 
now fattens upon our trembling 
morals. 


Poe 


A Few Modern Echos ot Old Songs 


Just a little heat, a little coal. 
For this boon today we’d sell our 
soul 


* * * 


Just a love nest up on the Drive, 
Wife’s detectives soon will ar- 
rive—— 


Do You REMEMBER THE TUNES? 


BOOTLEGGERS’ VERSION 
We carry nothing but moon- 
shine, 
Wood alcohol is in our wine, 
All — we — want’s — the 
money. 
‘Drink up—and we’ll pay—the 
fine. 


Just a song at midnight, 
O’er the radio, 

When the shieks of static, 
Loudly come and g0-— 


TO A DEE 
Charleston on my little tipsy 
sweetheart—— 
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Paris Insists Skirt 
Reveal Half the Knee 


From the New York Herald Trfbune’s 
Paris Bureau 
Copyright, 1926, New York Tribune Inc. 


PARIS, Jan. 21.—The Parisian 
courteriers are in arms to-day 
ever reports from the United 
os the National Garment 

ers’ Association at a meet- 
ing in New York have decided on 
an ankle length for ‘evening 
dresses. The dressmakers see an 
American threat to their suprem- 
âcy in the field of woman’s- fash 
fons, but are ready to megt the 
issue with a spring showing of 
dresses Shorter than ever before. 
hing the knee" / 
dictum of Paris 


Looks Like a Hard Season 
On the Eyesight 


NOTHER war! Page the League of Na- 
tions, or is it in this case the “Leg of Na- 
Eas tions?" Anyway carnage is brewing and 

already the curbstone astronomers are 
polishing up their specs in anticipation of won- 
derful sights to come. 


Really now, if skirts get much shorter they 
will have to be worn as neck-pieces. 


It is interesting to watch the battle and see 
just what the “American Beauty" will do. Will 
she accept the yolk of Paris and permit “free- 
dom of the knees” or will she bow to Gotham’s 
wishes and “lower her colors.” 


Now is the time for the bow-legged girl to 
come into her own for, verily, ye long skirt will 
cover a multitude of shins. 


Ah, but we’ll miss the familiar curves if New 
York has its own way in the matter. Those 
faseinating new shades for the Spring hosiery 
will be almost a total loss. 


Paris has dictated the mode for so long that 
maybe the worm will feel called upon to turn 
after all. Wonder how it will affect the bank- 
roll of us side-line spectators. 


All right, on with the battle, and if Paris wins 
we just hope that we retain our eyesight, that’s 
all! 


SPICE O' LIFE 
Cool and Collected 


FEW minutes after an alarm of fire was 
given in a hotel one of the guests joined 

GES the group that was watching the fire and 
===" chaffed them on their apparent excite- 


ment, 
"There was nothing to be excited about,” he 


said. "I took my time about dressing, lighted 
a cigarette, didn't like the knot in my necktie, 
so tied it over again—that's how cool I was." 


"Fine," one of his friends remarked, “but why 
didn't you put on your trousers?" 
Bystander. 


“High art is all very well, but how do you get 
down ?" 
“Oh, pluck some goose.” 


SPICE O' LIFE 


sob 
artists turn on 
Ee the showers and 
7 weep big salty 
tears in memory of the 
“good old days," we 
wonder just what they 
mean. Perhaps they 
don’t know themselves. Apparently the term, 
"good eld days," has some connection with cer- 
tain items of liquid refreshment once publicly 
indulged in by a portion of the American popu- 
lation. Maybe we have the spelling wrong and 
it should be “daze” instead of “days.” At any 
rate the passing of that blissful state, whatever 
ir was, is loudly bewailed whenever the aroma 
of modern bootleg is sprayed too profusely over 
a group of “good fellows.” To the plaintiff notes 
of “Sweet Adaline” the tear drops faH and all 
present manage to feel very sorry for themselves 
whether they understand what it is all about or 
not. 


All of this seems to be rather a form of self- 
hypnotism, getting more accute the longer it is 
strung out and usually lasting until the bottle 
is quite empty. 


Assuredly there were “good old days" among 
the turned pages of history, and nights too for 
that matter, but we all have different ideas on 
the subject based upon our own individual ex- 
periences and characteristics. To languishing 
Benedicts the "good oid days" mean the happy 
days of bachelorhood when fancy lightly turned 
and unfettered feet tripped gayly to the Pipes 
of Pan. 


Old sports who now must dig deep into the 
reluctant sock in order to encourage a smile or 
elicit a “good night" kiss bemoan the “good old 
days” when a buggy ride and a bag of pepper- 
mints entitled you to a through ticket to a 
maiden’s affections. They fail to take into con- 
sideration that the years have perhaps stolen 
their winning ways, and left in place of slim, 
hot-blaoded youths bald and corpulant caricatures 
of men, well past the “prime of life” and more 
o: less marred by the tread of Time. 


Fifteen 


Not So Soft Maybe 


S there no end to the long list of Dry Law 
sufferers? Now it is a wail from the soft- 

drink trade. Because Old John Barleycorn 
zz gets the gate little brother Ginger Pop 
pines away to the tune of a 42 per cent flop in 
the profits. However, with a yearly consumption 
of four-hundred million quarts of “slop” it looks 
as if the American Public was rapidly becoming 
“all wet” in one sense at least. But the “soup” 
bottlers expected more, much more, and that’s 
why they holler. Evidently the People’s taste 
does not run toward ginger-ale undiluted by the 
well-known dash of spirits fermenti. Some 
wise old, more or less boiled, owls probably 
thought that when “milk and honey” were 
checked off the menu that “pink lemonade” would 
be in greater demand and dizzy with this idea they 
may have loaded up on soft-drink stecks with 
their left hands while their rights signed on the 
dotted line for Prohibition. A queer Itne of rea- 
soning at best. Take candy away from the baby 
so that he will cry for castor oil. Fine shooting 
indeed, but who hit the bull’s-eye? It is never 
closed on Public Rights and at this rate they will 
soon be classified with the Dode and the Mas- 
todon. 


Dry Act Hurt Soft Drink Sale; 
400,000,006 Quarts Year Now 


Bpeoial to The New York Times. |, 

ATLANTIC CITY, N, J., Jan. 20. 
-—Although prohibition has hurt the 
‘gale of soft drinks, the American | 
‘people consume. 400,000,000 quarts of 
‘such beverages each year, it was. 
said here today by Eric Scudder of 
Chicago, head of a soft drink man- 
“ufacturing company. He spoke bes 
fore the second annual convention 
of the New Jersey Státe Bottlets 
.of Carbonated Beverages at the 
"Immediately following enforce- 
ment of the Eighteenth Amend- 
merit," said Mr. Scudder, “our busi- 
ness decreased ‘43 per cent. It has 
been only by hard labor in the dls- 
tributión of sofl drinks to every 
. small store in evéry town and ham- 
Yet that we regained that loss. We 


expect to double our business next \ 7 
gear, * 2 

ae to prohibition a great 
many bought soft drinks over the VS 
bars. When the saloona were closed + 


this business was Jost." 


Sixteen 


What Price Education? 


SI F you want a loaf of bread, buy a bakery, 
UT if you want the three “Rs” just go 
jut and purchase a school house. Not such 
Sch bad idea at that providing that you are 
well supplied with the shek- 
kels. 

Henry Ford has added a “lit- 
tle red school house” to his great 
collection. Pretty soft for Mr. 
Ford! All of us, at one time or 
another, during the halcyon days 
of our early youth have ardently 
wished that we might own the 
old school even if only for a 
day. What we wouldn’t do! 
Particularly if we were drag- 
ging our reluctant steps class- 
ward after the last bell had 
rung. How we hated that tiny 
institution of knowledge and yet 
how fondly we cherish it in our 
memories! Henry Ford, in pre- 
serving this contemporary of 
our childhood days, is endearing 
himself to that sentimental ele- 
ment that is present to some 
degree in all of us. 

What price education? 
never know. 


A little tule, 


We'll 


BUYS ‘LITTLE RED SCHOOL.’ 


Ford to Add Structure Built In 1801 
to Südbury Group. 
Special to Phe New York Times. 

WINCHENDON, Mass, Jan. 19.— 
Henry Ford will soon add to his col- 
lection ef early American buildings at 
the Wayside Inn, Sudbury, one of the 
last of the ‘little red schoolhouses' 
that once dotted the ‘crossreads of 
almost every New England town. 

A represéhtative of Ford has been 
here and cetupleléd arrangements for 
the pur ase of the little district 
school b py Win- 
chendan Road, This struct 
erectéd 1n 


Besides being a “little s 
it has the added distinct | / 


well pres à 

The interior is just as it was when 
the last class eccupied it im the years 
immediately following the Civil War. 


The ol@-fashioned pulpitdike rostrum 
used by the old country agogues 
stands tn ene cornet; also the dunce’s 


stool and a frayed bunch of switches. 


THAT'S ALL THERE I$— 


A yard of silk; 
A little skin, 
As white as milk. 
A little strap—— 
How dare she breathe! 
A little cough 
“Good evening, Eve!" 
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«Wha! d ya 
shay — lesh go 
on th’ roof an’ 
have a drink on 
th’ housh.” 
—Red Hen. 


SHORT time ago the 
Aw Prohibition Society 

of one of the small mid- 

Western towns had a lec- 
turer speak at a meeting for the 
purpose of demonstrating the 
evils of liquor. Before he be- 
gan his talk on the subject the 
speaker prepared a little dem- 
onstration. “Now folks," said 
he, “I want to show you a little 
experiment. I have here two 
glasses, one filled with water, 
tse other with whiskey. Now 
watch me closely—I take these 
fishing worms and place them in 
the glass of water; notice how 
nappy they swim around. Now I remove the 
little worms and place them in the glass of whis- 
key; you see they instantly die.” 

At this juncture a man in the audience got 
up and asked, “Mister, what kind of whiskey is 
that?" 

The speaker replied, “They call it Old Taylor, 
sir. Why do you ask?" 

“Oh nothing much," the man said, “only I 
wanted to get some—I’m troubled with worms." 


Aere 
The “Good old days" usually mean the nights. 
IL 


Housewives’ Helpful Hints 


GREAT saving in gas can be made by 
A serving only cold meals. 
A pair of scissors is very effective for 


removing stains from any fine material. 


An excellent way to get the garret cleaned out 
is to tell your husband that you saw a peculiar 
looking bottle up there. 


London Opinion. 


SPICE O’ LIFE Seventeen 


HOUGHT is a mighty good thing for anybody. The more thought we employ the less time we 
have for doing fool things to be soriy for later. Man was endowed with the power of thought 
so that he might climb above the level of the rest of the earth’s animal kingdom. | As the ages 
roll by Man's “thought power” gradually increases, raising him ever higher in the scale. 
Thought is rezlly the prime element of what we are pleased to call “civilization.” The man who does the 
most thinking is not necessarily so much above his {fellows in our narrow appreciation of values but 
it is the constant drip of “thought water" upon the "stone" of Life's mysteries that gradually wears 
it away and slowly each generation climbs to a slightly higher niche in “the great barrier." à 
There are few of us indeed who are gifted with brains capable of infallible "snap-judgments, 
therefore we should cultivate the habit of “thinking it over." “Look before you leap" is a most 
excellent axiom but vnfortunately one lightly regarded by the impulsive modern generation. So many 
of us are want to put our faith in our "luck" and plunge ahead with little tax upon that great 
natural gift of thought. Sooner or later the “luck” will miss fire and precipitate the unfortunate 
into some disaster that perhaps a moment's thought would have prevented. A cautious, thoughtful 
person always wins in the long run, so don't hesitate to put on the brakes and *'think it over. 


Death Has Sting After All 


SAN) 
N 


en 


|. MR. DEATH CHANGES NAME. 


Found It Handicap in Ins 
Career, Se Makes It Deet", 


| Special to The New York 7 ,.4es. 

| PATERSON, N: J., Jan. 2% Assert- 
ling that his name had AE his 
‘progress with the Prudentia) »rsur- 
‘ance Company, Gordon C. us of | 
:401 Ellison Street today applie^ to 
County Judge Leo A. Dela.^v to 
‘change it to Deeth. S. 


ince 


, He suid that starting in as a se. ^itor | 
for tte insurance company h2 nad 
risen io the post of Assistàn* per- | 


intendent of the local branc.. 


said, that his name retarded f 
promotion. He also said the nam 
caused him other 
Judge Delaney signed an order per- 
mitting hitn to change it. 


—————————————D 


d ^ffi- | 
cials had informed him, UP he. < 
mad 


M: 9.0 


embarrassme: 


TILL another echo from 


Shakespeare’s immortal 
query, “What's in a 
name?” Bill may have 


had the right idea but we can 
hardly see how it would help 
Mr. Death sell life-insurance. 
People are too apt to associate 
circumstances with names and 
jump at all sorts or wild conclu- 
sions. We have *rown to connect 
certain names with certain 
things until, to our subconsci- 
ous mind, the mere 

amp combination of letters 
or verbal expression 
pictures before us the 
object itself, Certain- 
ly a “rose?” would 
smell as sweet no mat- 


Te 


ter what it were called but that 
does not lessen the fact that the 
name "rose" calls to our mind, 
at once, beauty and sweet frag- 
rance. 

By the same token, the word 
“death” suggests gloomy 
thoughts, fear of the unknown, 
sorrow and the “Beyond.” We 
have heard of a surgeon named 
Butcher, a dentist named Payne 
and a lawyer whose cognomen 
was Adam  Shyster.  Fate’s 
little tricks these and so kind of 
a sympathetic, non-Shake- 
spearian judge to shuffle the 
deck for a new deal. After all 
nowadays a name means a lot 
and you can’t laugh that off. 
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France Raises Army Pay; 
Foch Gets $3,000 a Year 


Copyright, 1926, by The New York Times Co. 
Special Cable to TIE NEW YORK, TIMES ei = 
PARIS, Jan. 20.—Marshal Fochi d 

and the other Marshals of France " 

have had their salaries raised al i d 4 

with all the other military rating Ar 

ef France. + 4 


At the new scale Foch will re- sé 
ceive the magnificent remunération 
of 75,000 francs a year, or some- a M 
thing less than $3,000 at the presént 
rate of exchange.. : AS 
The rest of the army will still be Ü i) 
paid on a similarly economical 4 
scale. A General will get $1,500, a ER à 0) 
Colonel] less than $1,000, while a ARE) 


French Lieutenant will receive only 
$235 yearly on which'to keep up a 
good appearance. 

A French private who remains 
- with the army after his year's vol- 
‘untary service will be rewarded 
with the pay of one franc (or less 
than 5 cents) a day,.and if he re- 
mains enrolled. for service for ten 
years he will get a little more than 
double. 


—— + ee 


High Finance in that 


Dear France! 


HREE thousand dollars a 


year! Think of it! Such 
GMA) a stupendous amount 

really should have the 
careful gaurdianship of a man 
like Secietary Mellon. France 
however, seems somewhat op- 
posed to placing any great sum 
of money in Mr. Mellon’s care. 
Marshal Foch, the recipient of 


highly honored and forget that 
over here the Salvation Army 
also pays salaries to its officers. 


Possibly the highest price ever paid, Revolutionary m 
tor a single signature was brought last | and in 1773 was 
night by an 
Gwinnett, signer of the Declaration of | the Continer 
Independenee from Georgia. Dr. A. S. | helped fra 
W. Rosenbach paid $22,500 for one of |} tution. 
ine nineteen existing autographs of | Goverr 
this princely salary should feel this signer of the Declaration. Soldier 
rare is this signature that it has been | qu’ 
Gubbed ‘‘the cornerstone autograph of | v 
American history." 

The autograph sold last night in tr 
Anderson Art Galleries in the auct 
of the autograph collection of thr 


graph, signed by Gwinnett, 
ness to the will of Joseph Sé 

The rarity of Gwinnett' 
is explained by the fact 
killed in a duel in 17% 
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What's in A Name? 


RIEND Shake- 
peare's theory 
may have been 
O. K. back in his 
own beknighted times 
but today he seems to 
be singing a bit off key. 


The autograph of 
Button Gwinnett, Geor- 
gia’s signer of the Dec- 
laration of Independ- 
ence, recently sold for 
$22,500. Some rate per 
word when not attached 
to one of those familiar 
little slips reading, “Pay to the order of 


LA) 


True enough, a name doesn’t mean much in 
some cases but there are exceptions. Many fa- 
mous autographs bring big money from collec- 
tors depending upon the rarity of the specimen. 


The reason for Gwinnett’s high value lies in 
the fact that he was killed in a duel shortly after 
he signed the Declaration, thus cutting short his 
signature producing activities. 


Highest Price for Autograph, $22,500, Paid 
For That of Gwinnett, Signer of D 


^ claration 


nent in Georgia, 
ember of the first 
that Province to 
zress. In 1716-7 he 
sew Georgia Consti- 
4 as a candidate for 
7 r selection as Briga- 
/ the Georgia troops, he 
ad fought the fatal duel 


fnan who had defeated him 
f nter position, General Lachlan 


a 
night the series of autographs 


autograph of Button | delegation ele 


similar set sold in Philadelphia last 
year at the George C. Thomas sale 
“| brought $25,690. At the Thomas sale 
-| another Gwinnett autograph brought 
$14,000. 

At last night’s sale Thomas F. Mad- 
igan paid $3,000 for a letter by Thomas 
McKean, signer of the Declaration 

Although | from Delaware. The same buyer paid 
Fnett was an|$2,000 for an autograph signature of 
the American! Thomas Lynch Jr., signer of the Dec- 
After en- |laration from Georgia. The Rosenbach 


gaging in busin in Bristol, England. | Company paid $1,800 for the celebrated 


smoved to Charleston. |letter by Caesar Rodney, signer from 
IO purchased a planta- | Delaware, written on July 4, 1776. The 

as Island, Georgia. | sale brought a total of $73,444.25. It 
in the early | will coficlude tonight. 


DOROTHY KNAPP 
EARL CARROLL'S “VANITIES” 
Photo by De Mirjian 


Nineteen 


Twenty 


THINKING IT OVER 


(Continued from page eighteen) 


Modesty is that feeling by which honorable 
shame acquires a valuable and lasting authority. 
Cicero. 


Harken to the Fog-Horn! 


E have often suspected as much but this is 
the first time we have encountered any- 
thing to substantiate our beliefs. A num- 
ber of our worthy law-makers have seemed 
a bit foggy at times in regards to certain im- 
portant issues at hand and we recall that upon 
several more or less recent occasions fog-horn-like 
sounds have eminated from the vicinity of the 
“Great White Dome” and echoed throughout the 
press of the nation. 

Fog, is it? Let ts study the subject a bit and 
see just what fog is. Webster defines “fog” as— 
“Vapor condensed to fine particles of water in 
the lower part of the atmosphere and disturbing 
its transparency.” This leads us to surmise that 
the “Wets?” have something to do with the situ- 
ation. Perhaps Coneress will be accused of be- 
ing “all wet," providing that the fog gets thick 
enough. 

A further definition of “fog? reads—"A state 
of mental confusion." Now we seem to be get- 


ting somewheze! Mental confusion! How typi- 
cal of some 

noble “voices 

of the people!" 

Fog Fills Halls of Congress, The headline 


reading, “Fog 
Fills Halls of 
Congress,” 
perhaps unwit- 
tingly voiced a 
great truth. 
Many wonder- 
ful discoveries 
have been 
stumbled upon 
by sheer acci- 


But Fails to Halt Speeches 


Special to The New York Times. 

WASHINGTON, Jan. 21. — The 
House and Senate chambers were 
filled today with smoke-laden Lon- 
don-like fog, said to have been 
drawn in from the atmosphere out- 
side by the ventilating system of 
the Capitol. 

It was the second time this had 
happened in the last ten days, 


Washington having experienced dent. hades 
several heavy fogs. of murky Lon- 
Fresh air for House and Senate | don, how in- 

and for many committee rooms | teresting! 

comes through two intake towers, ! 

or cupolas. in the grounds west of i 
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British Golf Rivals Meet 
In Texas After 21 Years 


SAN ANTONIO, Texas, Jan. 20 
(P).—The recent Texas open golf 
tournament brought together two 
golfers who had not seen each 
other since they competed in Eng- 
land twenty-one years ago. Two 
British youths were engaged then 
in an eighteen-hole play-off over 
the Westward Ho! course. They had 


Hearn congratulated his 
and they parted. The wif 
into the merchant marine 
became a professional. T: 
saw each other again 
Friday.  Fulford had oi 
ship at Galveston and Gas 
the golf event. Hearn, 
Hastings, Neb., was one of 
who came here in search ¢ 
$6,000 cash prizes. 


KE 


Not Such A Big World 


ONT give up, men! There is still a chance 
ior that long deferred Dempsey-Wills bout. 
SE Here's an account of where it took twenty- 

one vears for a couple of rivals to meet. 


All of which goes to show that anything is 
l'atle to happen at Ma Ferguson’s boarding 
horse. After a lapse of time long enough to vote 
two golf rivals meet in San Antonio! Such a 
smal world after all! We would like to know 
the secret of it. Creditors and good-natured 
sponge’s are not exactly sport rivals but just the 
seme a twenty-one-year imm-nity would be very 
enjoyatle indeed. 


It is better to 
decide a differ- 
ence between ene- 
mies than 
friends, for 
one of our 
friends will 
certainly be- 
come an 
enemy and 
one of our 
enemies a 
friend. 

Bias. 
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Twenty-one 


Twenty-two 


RCHIBALD ADAMS, AI- 
A gernon Appleton and Al- 
GES fred Arthur Alexander 
27 ambled aimlessly along 
Artichoke Avenue at an alarm- 
ing angle. Archibald Adams 
and Algernon Appleton (always 
abstemious) assisted, admonish- 
ed and advised Alfred Arthur 
Alexander. 

Alfred Arthur Alexander 
after adjusting accounts at an 
affectionate aunt’s, and after 
accepting and acknowledging 
Auntie’s Allowance, always act- 
ed as asinine as an (adjective) 
anthropoid ape, and assisted an 
astonishing alcoholic assortment 
across Alfred Arthur Alexan- 
der’s Adam’s apple. Ale, ab- 
sinthe, advocate, anisette, anti- 
septics—almost anything. 

Archibald Adams abhorred 
alcohol and admonished Alfred 
accusingly. Algernon Appleton 
(almost as abstemious as Archi- 
bald) amended Archibald’s ad- 
ministered advice and assisted 
Alfred’s awkward attempt at 
avoiding an approaching auto- 
mobile. 

Across Alfred, Archibald ad- 
dressed Algernon and asked, 
“After Alfred’s affluent Aunt 
Alice acting as Aunt Alice al- 
ways acts, ain't Alfred an ab- 
solute ass?" 

Algernon agreed. Alfred 
argued angrily, “Aunt Alice ain't 
always an angel as Archibald as- 
serts. Aristocratic, arrogant, 
austere and an appalling ass at 
Auction—annoy anybody," Al- 


fred angrily announced. 


A 


N altercation arose and 
Alfred attempted assault 
GES against Archibald. Archi- 
SEE bald answered athletical- 
ly, advanced and aimed abun- 
dant attacks at Alfred’s anato- 
my, ardently assailing and am- 
plifying Alfred’s aural append- 
age. 

An artful arbitrator arrived 
accidentally and after assisting 
Alfred’s awkward arising, ac- 
knowledged an acquaintance 
across Artichoke Avenue and 
ambled away. Aunt Alice’s al- 
lowance ambled away also. 

Alfred, ashamed, apologized. 


Alcoholic Alliteration 


Archibald accepted Alfred’s 
apology. Algernon advised AI- 
fred’s absolute alcoholic absten- 
tion and Alfred agreed. 


LFRED abiguously an- 
nounced, “America abol- 
ished alcohol — audacious 
action — artful abnormal 


attainments — avaricious activ- 
ities! Ah, an awful atmos- 
phere!” 


Photo by White 
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Alfred's associates admiring 
and applauding Alfred's asser- 
tions anticipated adversity. 

Archibald and Algernon at- 
tached an agreeable automobile 
and affected an adjournment. 


Alfred ambled away Aunty- 


ward after additional advance 
allowance,  avowing absolute 
abstinence and animosity 


against all alcohol. 


MARY LAWLOR iN “No, No, NANETTE” 


irjian 


SYBIL BURSK 
EARL CARROLL’S “VANITIES” 
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Love is blind. 
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Twenty-six 


T wasn’t so very many years ago that 
bobbed hair was considered a disgrace. To 
crop her luxuriant hair was to rob milady 
of her most womanly attributes. Woman’s 
“crowning glory”? was the inspiration for master- 
pieces of art, poets sang the praise of flowing 
tresses and the story-tellers wove romances 
around this important item of feminine loveliness. 
The poor unfortunate wench whose naughty locks 
were shorn was ostracized by her own sex and 
looked upon with either silent pity or distrust by 
the men. If the ravages of certain fevers or other 
maladies made it necessary to cut a lady’s hair, 
she wore a wig or tight cap to hide her disfigure- 
ment until such a time as her tresses had grown 
again to a respectable length. 


What a remarkable change the ruthless tread 
of Time hąs wrought. A few turbulent years 
follow each other into the gray shadows of the 
past and lo, our little old world is topsy-turvy. 
The once despised bobbed-head sits saucily on 
the throne while “the female of the species” bends 
a servile knee and offers up her flowing locks 
with a zeal bordering on sheer fanaticism. 


Today a woman with long hair is a curiosity. 
Even virtuous old grandmothers sport their 
“shingles” with an impertinent air. The modern 
girl prides herself on being short on hair and 
long on brains. She has forgotten more at the 
age of seventeen than great-grandmamma ever 
had a suspicion existed. The subtle mysteries 
of crinoline days are open secrets now and the 
cropped locks team up well with that air of su- 
perior sophistication that little sister broadcasts 
twenty-four hours a day. 


The bard who used to strum his lute and warble 
about gorgeous, luxuriant tresses now assaults a 
piano and hammer out bobbed-haired jazz and 
shingled blues while the gifted artist, once in- 
spired by Lady Godiva’s flowing locks, today 
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divides his time with turning out stereotyped 
hosiery ads and creating wierd nightmares of 
ultra-modern art. 


An appalling change and yet, all said and done, 
is the old world so much the worse after all? 
Is the new generation with its superior knowl- 
edge, its disregard for established conventions, its 
jazz and its saucy bobbed heads really any dif- 
ferent fundamentally from the ancestors who 
gloried in elaborate coiffeurs and held in contempt 
the maid of shorn locks? Human nature is pretty 
much the same wherever you find it, geographi- 
cally or chronologically. The petting party of to- 
day had its counterpart in some indiscretion back 
through all the pages of history. 


This is the twentieth century. The girls have 
bobbed hair, bobbed hose and bobbed skirts but 
as for bobbed morals, let’s not judge them by 
yesterday’s long-haired standards. Truly “tempus 
fugit" and we must roll merrily on with the tide. 
Those of us who clutch vainly at the flowing 
tresses of the past gain merely a handfu! of bit- 
ter disappointment for their pains. 


Some Tact 


IS mawnin’ de boss he say ter me, 
“Sambo, yo’ be sho ter sho mah 
gues’ ebbery cuhtesy an’ mo’ dan 

dat yo’ mus’ use tact. Ah’ll 
'splain jes’ what Ah means. Ef yo’ open 
de bafroom do’ an’ see er woman stan’in’ 
in de tub yo’ shut de do’ quick an’ say 
‘Scuse me suh’. Now Sambo dat ‘Scuse 
me’ am cuhtesy but de ‘suh’, dat am 
tact." 
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GLADYS GLAD 


GREENWICH VILLAGE FOLLIES 
Photo by Alfred Chen Johnston 


Twenty-seven 


| 
| 


g 
e 
. 


Jack—‘Sh—I’m a Knight Commander of the bath." 
Louise—“Yes, but this is ladies’ night, you sap!" 


JACK PICKFORD AND LOUISE FAZENDA 
IN THE ROLAND WEST PRODUCTION “THE Bar" 


Twenty-eight 
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Big Bertha: "Now when 
I say ‘Go,’ we'll both bob 
down. together.” 
Little Lucy: “Say, do 


Murmurings 


EMEMBER how, when a child, we found a 

pretty shell upon the beach 2nd in wonder- 
sell ing awe placed to our ear, imagining that 

we heard the roar of the sea within its 
pink depths? A gourd or a bottle would have 
produced the same results had we only known. 
What we believed to be the 2ctual voice of the 
waves was merely the many small sounds about 
us, collected and magnified by the hollow structure 
of the shell somewhat in the manner that a tele- 
phone receiver collects and magnifies tne tiny vi- 
brations of a distant voice except that in the case 
of the receiver the vibrations have to be converted 
electrically. In klissful innocence we listened to 
the magic shell and the minute vibrations of sound 
were united into a thiotking hum not unlike the 
echo of a distant surf. 


“Did you bathe 
much when you 
were in France?” 


"No, you see 
the water there 
1s c4 Ways 


5,» 


‘l'eau’. 


And so down through Life we go, listening to 
"sea-shells" and hearing wonderful things that 
do not exist or are merely greatly magnified edi- 
tions of some insignificant murmur. Publicity 
and the Press are the most popular of these “‘Sea- 
shells" and how we love to press our ears to their 
deceptive lips and hear the “thunder of the 
waves" and the “‘restless secrets of the deep." 


Though in many ways we have grown up much PU ZZLE 
of the child is still in us and the old illusions —Find the 
thrill even as of yore. We must have our pretty 180 y s hus- 
sea-shells and listen in on the secrets of Father D 3nd (no 


o)rize- 01: 
Neptune. nee à». 


* * * 


Professor—‘‘Young man, I understand you are 
courting a widow: Has she given you any en- 
couragement !” 

Young Man—“I’ll say she has. Last night she 
asked me if I snored." 


—Gold and Black. 


1 


| 
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NINA LEWIS 
GREENWICH VILLAGE FOLLIES 
Photo by Alfred Cheney Johnston 


Thirty 
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Thirty-one 
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E always thought that the petite Mae Mur- 
ray was an affectionate little miss—espe- 
| cially after seeing her in that magnificent 
production, “The Merry Widow’’—but now 
we have the evidence right from her own allur- 
ing cupid’s bow. At the “Better Movie Confer- 
ence," held at the Waldorf-Astoria the other day, 
she got right up and told us that she only wished 
her arms were a whole mile long so that she could 
give us all a hug. They’ll never grow that long, 
Mae, so take us one at a time, say I! 

Speaking of Mae naturally takes our thoughts 
along to Rudy, for Broadway seems still to con- 
tinue linking those two names in confidential 
whispers. And now that the deed’s been done, 
and Natcha and Rudy are two instead of one 

. Well, there’s no telling what. But it seems 
since the Sheik raised his hand and declared: “No 
more of the beautiful sex for mine!” that every 
queen in the movies has set out to make him 
change his mind. We suspect they noticed that 
the upraised hand was his LEFT. And, oh boy, 
if we could only purloin Rudy’s private diary, 
which contains the entrees of his doings abroad 
—I’ll say we'd give you a column that would be 
a rare treat. He came back to the states all tired 
out from Charlestoning until two or three every 
morning in France and Germany, and we can 
imagine how loath to lose him those dancing part- 
ners must have been. But he didn’t Charleston 
in Italy! Oh, no! Too many of his countrymen 
were anxious to teach him the “Stiletto Glide" 
because he has taken out his 
citizenship papers in the good 
old U. S, A. Well, Rudy, we're 
with you! You have done the 
right thing! 

With most film stars it is 
*Come easy — Go easy!" But 
we have to admire the actions 
of sweet little Alice Cadhoun. 
She is the only star of whom we 
know who sinks her hard-earned 
cash back into the movie game. 
Little Alice, be it known, is 
gradually building up her own 
circuit of theatres. She is vice- 
president of the Hanson The- 
atre Corporation, and we want 
to tell you she is some little busi- 
ness woman. 

Some one was asking us about 


that “Naked Truth Dinner," you know, the big 
yearly movie dinner at the Astor We haven't 
the space to name all the celebrities that wore 
present but we want to whisper confidentially 
that that naked truth stuff is the cocoanut milk. 
The only nudities we saw were the pates of some 
of the movie magnates and scenario writers. The 
first-mentioned group got that way by scratching 
for the dollars; the second group by scrat:hing 
for ideas. But, nevertheless, you should have 
been there to see Texas Guinan, the official Guest 
Conductor of Wise Cracks—she’s there—and she 
sure shakes a potent kick into her verbals cock- 
tails. 

Another rumor 
about to go to press. 


reached us just aS we were 
Charlie Chaplin is learn- 
ing to walk the tightrope. Some one saw him 
practicing on his wireless aerial. Then care a 
second rumor; the stork is again hovering above 
the Chaplin. home. So now we don’t know 
whether Charlie is trying to chase the bird or to 
coax him to come in and keep warm. 

Out on location the other day Doug, Sr., met 
Doug, Jr., who seemed extremely happy. “Why 
the happy hilarity, son?” inquired Doug, Sr. “Oh, 
dad. I’m in love with a beautiful blonde!” “Huh!” 
retorted Doug, glancing offscene toward Mary, 


*So's your old man!” 
Se zk zk E 


It was with great regret that we received the 
news of the death of Barbara La Mar. 
was a girl! 


There 
From the age of fifteen to her un- 
timely death at twenty-eight she 

packed more into life than many 
Got in two life times. All the 
world loves a lover, and Barbara 
certainly was one. Portraying 
on the screen, in a manner that 
5rought tons of admiring let- 
ters the roles of seductive sirens, 
she was no less successful in 
her affairs du coeur in real life, 
for in her short career she had 
five husbands. Not only beloved 
by men, Barbara will live on in 
the hearts of many of her own 
sex ... the extra girls, to 
whom she often stretched forth 
a helping hand. May the world 
of the movies bring into being 
many such noble characters. 
We thank vou! 
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HE throbbing heart-beat of 
merry Broadway creates the 
pulse of the Nation’s pleasures 
and entertainment. Bioadway, 
with its hosts of shows, dramas and re- H 
vues; its night clubs, cabarets and mo- 4 
tion picture palaces. It is the Mecca for 
enteitainer and entertained. Like a gigantic 
magnet it draws to itself the talent of America 
and of the world, 

The Great White Way broadcasts its enchent- 

ing radiance to the far corners of the country 
and has its reflections in all the capitals of the earth. 
f d Broadway is a living force in the average American life. There for- 
; tunes are made—and lost, Fame bestows her wreaths of laurel, while jeal- 
ousy and disappointment lurk in every alcove. It vibrates to the exotic 
rythm of Jazz and echoes the lilt of forgotten. melodies. Its bright lights 
twinkle merrily but can also glare malevolently on those so unfortunate as to provoke its wrath. 

Broadway is one of America’s demi-gods. Inestimable is the incense burned on its altar of 
pleasure, barbaric the mystic rites of its inner circles of worship, appalling its sacrifices and dez- 
zling its magnificent rewards to the chosen few. 

Broadway is paved with lost hopes, ambitions, tarnished reputations and bartered souls yet, 
Phoenix-like, it perpetually rises from its unlovely ashes all resplendent in its new plumage, a!lur- 
ing, seductive. Its insidious magnetism searches out into the far places and draws ever to its teem- 
ing, fickle heart the youth, the talent and the wealth of our nation. 

How we curse Broadway—and how we love it! A capricious mistress, a promiscuous lover but 
how beautiful, how desirable! 

Behind the footlights of Broadway’s many theatres the marionettes of popular fancy cavort mer- 
rily or tragically according to the play while out upon the crowded payement countless others play 
their various parts in the comic-tragedy of it all.Life in its many strange garbs is rampant, an un- 
real atmosphere of bizarre pageantry envelops all—it is Broadway, the greatest stage in the world. 

Broadway, the goal of ambition, the inspiration of genious, the burial place of virtue and the 
despair of the ultra-puritanical. 

Broadway, dear old Broadway ! 


We hate you, we love you and we fear you. Your glowing light 


is our beacon when the night is dark and your friendly smile is our solace when the day is drear. 
Though we deplore your faults we worship at your shrine and seek your gracious favors. 
vie! 


C'est la 


The Nocturnal City 


UCH has been said from time to time and 
a great deal has been left unsaid about 
RE) the Night Life of New York. In some 


dM. 
2 dar 


EE accounts it is decked in dazzling splendor, 
cloaked with romance and adventure and made 
as alluring as possible, while on the other hand, 
)epoits picture it as a revel of the Devil himself, 
dens of iniquity, dissipation, crime and disgrace. 
There seems to be a great difference of opinion 
on the status of New York’s nocturnal activities. 

After all, it is mostly up to the individual him- 
self to make his own Heaven or Hell, even in a 
Knickerbocker Night Club, and there are many 
who indulge in after midnight orgies purely for 
an hour or so of innocent pleasure. They love 
to dance, sip slyly of forbidden nectars, forget 
for the nonce the cares and worries of the day 


and revel in that delicious atmosphere of spicy 
naughtiness. 

There are some who go in nightly quest of 
romance or to seek momentary forgetfulness 
from the recent sting of disappointment or to 
lighten the burden of sorrow. Others frequent the 
night clubs either out of curiosity or purely as 
a business proposition. 

True enough, there is a host of shifty-eyed 
denizens of the underworld present but that 
merely lends flavor to the experience to most of 
the pleasure seekers. They pay the price and 
have their fun. It is New York, it is the famous 
night life and what is a dash of crime or two? 
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1HE OPITMISI 


By W. B. C. 


I have seen a heap o’ trouble, 
But I find it’s always double, 
If you let it ride your shoulders like an Old Man of the Sea. 
So I’ve tried to keep a-smilin’, 
When hard-luck commences pilin’, 
For I know Life’s only jestin’ an’ will smile again on me. 
An Optimist, they call me, 
It’s a name that doesn’t gall me, 
It’s my one and only virtue through these many traveled years. 
Though a tough old cugs you find me, 
I’ve experience behind me, 
And I’ve found it best to sport a grin instead o sheddin’ tears. 
There’s a joy in merely livin’, 
An’ it’s thanks I should be givin’, 
That my ornery ol’ carcass still can jog along the trail. 
There’s some folks forever fussin’, 
An’ they go their way a-cussin’, 
"Till they shuffle off the border to that land beyond the pale. 
We should take Life as we find it, 
Try to grin an’ never mind it, 
If the road seems rough and rocky and the sky is clouded gray, 
For we'll find the silver linin’, + 
An’ the sun will be a-shinin’, 
When we travel down the other side a-whistlin’ on our way. 
So I’ve tramped upon Life’s highways, 
Often wandered shady byways, 
Seein’ more o’ human nature than most other guys I know. 
An’ I'll not be sad an’ tearful, 
When it’s easy to be cheerful, 
An’ spread a bit o’ sunshine o’er the pathway as I go. 


GOAT SKINNED 
She went to dad and asked him 
for 
A brand new sealskin coat. 
Said pater, “Seal won’t do at 


And ‘then he got her goat. 
—Oregon Orange Owl. 
* * Ki 


BOILED 
Mac—How’s Jack for a date? 
Fae—He's a prune. 
Mae—And Tom? 
Fae—He’s usually 

too. 


stewed, 


—California Pelican. 


HEAVY HANDS 
“Look, Red, I weigh three 
pounds more than you do.” 


“Aw, you’re cheating! You’ve 
got your hands in your pockets.” 


—Oregon Orange Owl. 


TRAPPED 

Patty—look at that! Who's 
that sheik Helen's so interested 
in over there? 

Mickey—Don’ no; we'll call 
him Houdini if he can break 
away from her. 

= West Point Pointer. 
* m 


TIME FOR ALL THINGS 
Husband—I feel as though I 
were going to have appendici- 
ti 


is. 
Wifie—Well, I need a new 

gown, so youl just have to 

wait. —Pittsburgh Punther. 
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The Great * National Game" 


N old press clipping ex- 
plains the cause for the 
popularity of Baseball 
thusely: "It is a game 
which is peculiarly suited to the 
American temperament and dis- 
position; the nine innings are 
played in the brief space of two 
and one-half hours, or less. 
From the moment the first 
striker takes his position and 
poises his bat, it has an excite- 
ment and vim about it until the 
last hand is put out in the ninth 
inning. There is no delay or 
suspense about it, from the be- 
ginning to the end; and even 
if one feels disposed to leave the 
ground, temporarily, he will gen- 
erally waive his desire espe- 
cially if it is a close contest, 
from fear of missing some good 
point or clever effort of the trial. 
The game stands today in a 
proud and fairly won position— 
scarcely requiring eulogy from 
any source. Having no debas- 
ing attributes and being worthy 
of the presence of the good and 
the refined, it has everywhere 
been countenanced and encour- 
couraged by our best citizens." 
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What a change Time has 
wrought in this noble and so lily- 
pure sport! This account, writ- 
ten in 1866, plaees Baseball on 
a lofty and enviable pedestal 
from which height the recent 
years have so ruthlessly hurled 
it. “No debasing attributes” is 
indeed a Utopian phrase in 
these days of rank commercial- 
ism and shameless graft. Base- 
ball, the National Game, but 
King of Pastimes no longer, 
merely à trembling servant in 


the service of the Almighty Dol- 
lar. 


Baseball originated in Grest 
Britain and was brought over 
to America by the early settlers. 
Of course the modern game dif- 
fers in à thousand ways from 
the one our ancestors played but 
the fundamental idea is the 
same. 


The name of Baseball’s col- 
onial fore-runner was "Round. 
ers,’ and was played in this 
manner: 


A hole was made in the 
ground about a foot across and 
about half a foot deep. Four 
other stations were marked by 
driving pegs into the ground 
topped with pieces of paper to 
make them readily seen. “Sides” 
were then chosen, five or more 
players to a “side,” one side of 
which went “in” or at bat. One 
player on the side that was 
“out” stood in the middle of the 
five cornered field and pitched 
the ball toward the hole. He 
was called the “feeder.” The 
batsman then struck the ball if 
he could, in which case he would 
drop the bat and run to the 
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nearest “station,” thence to the 
next one and so on all around 
if the "hit" was a far one. The 
side that was out was “scout- 
ing" and trying to put the run- 
ner “out” either by hitting him 
with the ball as he ran or by 
sending it into the hole before 
he reached it, which was called 
"grounding" and was a fine 
point of the game. The player 
“at bat" could decline to strike 
the ball but if he struck at it and 
missed twice in suecession he 
was “out.” A caught ball also 
put the “striker” out. When 
all of the players on one side 
were “out” either by “strik- 
ing," being “hit” or “ground- 
ed,” the other side had their 
“innings,” 

The first organized Baseball 
Ciub was the old Knickerbock- 
er, founded during 1842 and 
1848. It was an organization 
of high social standing as well 
as peerless sportsmanship and 
numbered among its famous 
members such men as Col 
James Lee, Dr. Ransoe, Abra- 
ham Tucker, James Fisher and 
W. Vail. 
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The spice of life so we’ve been told, 
And with it we agree, 
Lies not in any single thing, 
But in variety. 
And nothing is, however fair, 
Sufficient in itself to bear, 


A long monotony. 


Variety is what we need, 


In no uncertain measure, 
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To give this life the proper tang, 
And make our day a pleasure, 

So let us heed the truth here-in, 

And if Life bores, at once begin, 


To cultivate this treasure. 


Thirty-six 
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Fairy Ballons 


à UST like the once popular song, we are 
“always blowing bubbles.” Looking about 
SAS us everywhere we perceive gorgeous bub- 
2% bles in all stages of inflation, the irides- 
cent loveliness of their shining surfaces dazzling 
our eyes—and our common sense, then there 
comes the sickening, empty pop as they burst. 
What happens when a bubble bursts? It is here 
one second and gone beyond recall the next. A 
slight puff of wind, the flash-like dissipation of 
the fragile texture, and that is all. 

We know that the pretty bubble can only last 
a short time and that the fairy fabric of its shin- 
ing surface is wrecked at the slightest touch. Who, 
then, would buy a bubble? And yet many do. 
They pay fancy prices for them as they float gayly 
in the air and wail loudly when their eager fingers 
bring about destruction. 

We are surrounded by bubbles. On every hand 
we encounter some glowing beauty. Some new 
real estate project is 
launched, for instance. It 
grows rapidly, alluring- 
ly, intensive and expert ad- 
vertising paints it in all the 
hues of the rainbow, hot-air 
specialists do their stuff and 
the bubble swells and glis- 
tens in the lime-light. It 
is sold over and over again 
on speculation even as it 
grows and with each sale it 
looks lovelier than before, 
and up goes the price. Then 
comes the crash!  Some- 
one has paid a fabulous price 
for—a bubble. 

The business world is full 
of bubbles. Life is full of 
bubbles. Many lives are 
merely bubbles. Pretty, 
floating, glistening things, 

“here today, gone tomorrow! 
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So symbolic of the transient pleasures of this 
world, but it is human nature, and down through 
the path of years we buy our bubbles, wail our 
losses and—buy again. 


TINY AIRPLANE WINGS 
ON BRIDESMAIDS’ HE pé d e 


Miss Opal Hugonin Weds Viciz ^ eat 
Marskal Popham of Royal = 
Air Force Staff College. 


LEDSHAM, Yorkshire, England, Jan. 
$9 (5.—Tiny aeroplane wings on a sil- us 
ver tissue base made up the head E 
dresses of ten bridesmaids at the wed- 
ding here of Miss Opal Mary Hugonin 
to Vice Marshal Robert Brooke Pop- jo 
ham, contmander of the Royal Air V 
Force staff college at Andover. 

Propeller brooches bearing initials of 


the bride and bridegroom also were 

worn by attendants at the ceremony, X 
which was performed by the Arch- je 
bishop of York. t 


The Winged Pastime 


OW here's an idea worth considering! At 
a certain society wedding in jolly England 
ma) the bridesmaids wore tiny airplane wings 
+ upon their heads, symbolic, we suppose, 
of a flighty generation or some such stuff and non- 
sense. Why not extend the proposition to the 
bride and groom as well? Wings should go well 
with the “love-nest” idea 
making it easier for the 
"birds" to fly away when 
the “mating season” is 
over. 

Love, honor and cheek 
your wings at the door! 
Modern marriage is some- 
thing like that anyway. A 
flight of fancy rather than 
a stable institution. 

The license clerk hands 
the new team an order for 
a propeller and a set of 
wings. All they have to 
do is assemble the machine, 
furnish the “gas” and hop 
off. Whether they stay 
aloft or do a tail-spin is 
pretty muchly up to them. 

Feathered birds or me- 
chanical birds, the 

(Continued on page 38) 
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Thirty-seven 


Music 


NEW item in the Mel- 
ody Mart is the Philhar- 
monic String Quartet, 
a recently formed or- 
ganization specializing in 
“chambre music” and judging 
by the sample heard at Stein- 
way Hall the other night they 
know the ropes—or more to the 
point in this case, the strings. 
Dorsey Whittington, the 
promising young exponent (of 
the piano, is doing some excel- 
lent concert work. His inter- 
pretations of the Germanic 


A Corner of the Market Place 


mood are especially entertaining 
while his familiarity with such 
masters of the modern school as 
Novick, Ganz and Friml is in- 
deed a revelation. 

The golden voice of Frieda 
Hempel, while not quite as deli- 
ciously fresh and spontaneous 
as it is used to be, still thrills 
us with its marvelous clarity and 
beauty. Miss Hempel’s inimit- 
able style, charming manner 
and musical thoroughness has 
distinguished her as a true aris- 
toerat of the concert stage. 

The talented young Neopoli- 
tan pianist, Bianca del Vecchio, 
gave her second recital recently 


¿nd she bids fair to become one 
of the shining lights in her 
chosen firmament.  Barring a 
few minor faults due to inex- 
perience her performance was & 
marked success. 

We are predicting a brilliant 
future for Miss Marion Talley, 
whose recent debut with the 
Metropolitan Grand Opera Com- 
pany was such an artistic tri- 
umph. Miss Talley hails from 
Kansas City, and like Mary 
Lewis, has risen from modest 
environment to the opportunity 
of an operatic career. Her first 
role is that of Gilda in “Rigo- 
letto.” 
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Bubbles 
(Continued from page 36) 


wing’s the thing and be it a nest 
or a hangar the result is the 
same. Wings on the head are all 
right for a bridesmaid but the 
famous sandals of Mercury are 
more appropriate for the leads 
in the “I do” comedy. 


A foolish consistency is the 
habgoblin of little minds, adored 
by little statesmen and philoso- 
Chers and divines. 

—Emerson. 


Great things astonish us and 


small ones dishearten us. Cus- 
tom makes both familiar. 
—La Bruyere. 
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Swiss Cheese with 
Russian Dressing 


OW isn't that just fine! 
Raising the dead, as it 
Seren were. The Swiss are in- 
7 deed a great people, as 
any one who has tried to keep 
a Swiss watch in repair ought 
to know. There is hardly a 
Russian exponent of Terpsicho- 
rean art but who has quite a 


list of beloved relatives missing 
from the family roster. Just 
how will the Swiss accomplish 
this marvelous restoration act, 
by recaling the re-embodying 
spirits or by resorting to some 
other method of “black art?” 


This is indeed an age of mir- 
acles. We can fly through the 
air like the birds, explore the 
ocean’s depths like fish, send 
cur voices through thousands of 
miles of space and now the Al- 
pine Yodlers are going to re- 
store relations. Why not ex- 
change a few as well? How nice 
to be able to trade one slightly 
used mother-in-law for a second 
cousin or what have you. At 
any rate you can’t blame a fel- 
low for thinking. 


Of course we have probably 
misconstrued the purport of 
this slice of news but you never 
can tell in this period of scien- 
tific pre-eminence just what is 
liable to happen. 


"We've certainly seen a great 
deal of each other during our 
lives,” said one chorus girl to 


another as they retired from the 


stage, 
Min. Ski-U-Mah. 
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Dog's Right to Bark at Night 
Goes to French High Court 


TOULON, France, Jan. 20 up. 
The courts have been called on to 
päss on the validity of a decree is- 
sued by the Mayor of this city for- 
bidding ‘‘all noise or repeated barh- 
ing or howling of dogs” after 10 
o'clock at night. 

A woman was haled tnto court 
to face the charge that her dog 
"had jumped the wall of her prem- 
ises and disturbed public tranquil- 
lity by barking on the night of May 
24-25, 1925, from 11 o'clock till 11:30 
and from 1 o'clock til 1:45. 

The lower court denied the 
Mayor's right to make such a de- 
cree, but an ep to the Court of 


EEMS to us that the 
French court has taken 
zw on a rather large order. 
——7 The main difficulty now 
is the inability to translate the 
law into the language of the 
canine. How is the poor pup to 
know that giving vent to his 
natural instincts is a misde- 
meanor? 


Why not extend the law to 
prohibit Chanticleer from crow- 
ing in the mornings? Mice that 
steal food from pantry shelves 
should be jailed for grand lar- 
ceny, and fish ‘that insist upon 
ignoring the “no swimming” 
signs should pay the penalty. 
After all why should dumb ani- 
mals be so dumb? Relativity 
perhaps but as far as the French 
sours are concerned, what mat- 
ter? 


We shall most surely report 
a certain feline gentleman whose 
nocturnal seranades cheat us out 
of much needed slumber. 


Officer, do your stuff! 
parrot insulted me! 


That 
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Down in the mouth of the alley, 
An elephant lay asleep. 
The wildeats moaned in the parlor, 
The butterflies murmured “Peep-peep.” 


The coal-scuttle ran through the hallway, 
Chased by the grandfather's clock, 


A centipede played at the organ, 
While a dinosaur circled the block. 


Four hundred thousand cooties, 
Played leap-frog over a chair, 


While a bald-headed man with his foot in his 
mouth, 
Sat combing his flaxen hair. 


From out of the depths of the chimney, 
Came a hippo's well-known scream, 


And a bright red rabbit with sixteen legs, 
Chased a green cat away from its cream. 


As I took my bath in the coalbin, 
I saw a trolley-car born, 
And I vowed by the left hand of Pluto, 
To stay sober and stop drinking “corn.” 
Virginia Reel. 


Reforming a Chorus Girl 


T is the duty of every blue-blooded man 
to take it upon himself to reform a chorus 
EGS) girl. Many men try to relieve themselves 
of this responsibility on the grounds that 
they have a family to 
support but such can 
never be the case if 
we are to have bigger 
and better chorus 
girls. Many men 
think that the best 
way to reform one is 
with a plaster cast 
but it has been proven 
that an axe is just as 
good if not better. 
Grinnell Malteaser. 
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Against the Ropes 


OW many of us, tiring of the battle or 
growing, careless with apparent victory 


conflict. 


During the first rounds we are full of pep, 
take our punishment and rebound to the fray, 
eager confident, looking ever for an opening that 
might spell success. We anticipate the gong 
and rush forth to meet the adversary, exchang- 
ing blows and voicing our defiance. 


But the tenth round, that is different. Our 
resistance is lower, we are, perhaps, weary with 
the hopeless struggle of it all or maybe a fort- 
unate blow or two has caused us to become over- 
confident, to relax a bit our vigilance. That is 
when the disastrous wallop lands and we hear 
the Referee slowly count us out. If we had only 
held on just a little longer, if we had just man- 
aged to keep our head clear we might have won 
out, we might have tasted the fruits of victory. 
Nothing to do then but assemble our scattered 
senses and resources and sign for another bout. 
Each time a little weaker, a little less confident 
with the gaunt spectre of being a “has-been” 
leering at us from the shadows. 


Beware of the Tenth Round for it is then that 
you will need your reserve strength. Remember 
that few victories over this thing we call Life 
has won on points. It takes a knockout and the 
Tenth Round is the crucial moment—one way or 
the other. 


IX 
If fortune favors you do not be elated; if she 


frowns do not despond. 
Ansontus. 
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METROPOLITAN 
VIET LIL 


WHERE THE NIGHT OWLS ROOST 


BRHAPS nowhere else on earth is there a greater amount and variety of night life than there 


7 White Way is ablaze with light and when midnight commences to dim the glare a thousand 
smaN editions throughout the city glow brighter and hold forth until the early morning sun is well 
on its way towards the zenith. 

A hard-hearted, dollar-worshipping, commercial city during the day and a thrill hunting, pleasure- 
mad city after sun-set. That is New York, that is Broadway, the heart of Ameriea that throbs 
and pumps the life-blood through the countless arteries of the country. 

There is other night life within Father Knickerbocker’s domain besides that of gayety, jazz and 
abandon to pleasure. Sinister, forbidding but nevertheless a factor to be reckoned with. It is the 
quickening of the Underworld whose hideous eyes open wide with the departure of the day and 
whose countless tentacles grope forth from every shadow. When day is done and the vast army ef 
workers has sought its well-earned bed, ft is then that the two worlds of Night Life awäken and 


mingle. 
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The Spider’s Parlor 
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Metropolitan Night Life 


New York is a Mecca for pleasure seekers from 
all over the world and daily the year round they 
pour in and out of its gates and every night finds 
them delving into the flesh-pots and partaking of 
the many varieties of entertainment that the Noc- 
turnal City affords. 


It is not our intention to dwell upon the sordid 
and crime-stained side of Manhattan’s Night 
Life but rather to take our readers on a little 
tour of the haunts of the Night Owl and to min- 
gle a bit with the pleasure-seekers in the Night 
Club where Jazz reigns and joy is unconfined, 
where regardless of time, cost or hindering laws 
the dance goes on and, old and young, the hilari- 
ous xps ects of King Jazz desport in continual car- 
nival. 

As we retrieve our wraps and prepare to leave 
the theatre the invariable question is, “Where will 
we go now?" Several suggestions are offered by 
this one or that one of the party who has either 
been to a certain place or has heard favorably of 
one. A short discussion ensues as we await our 
taxi but we finally decide on a destination agree- 
able to all and give the driver his instructions, pile 
into the cab. (To be continued in next issue) 


One reason there is so much sadness in the 
world is that somewhere it is always time to 
get up in the morning. 


“OPEN ALL NIGHT”—Rice Owl. 
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A man loves a woman first reverently, then 
tenderly, then comfortably—and last dutifully. 


3 


Lighte Go Out in Two Jersey Towns. 
SOMERVILLE, N. J., Jan. 19— 
Somerville and Raritan were without 
electric light for several hours tonight 
“ths result of a fire which damaged 
E EN. Service, Electrie Company's 
wea emergency connection WaS 
T Sits shed with one, óf the 
houses at L 


In Darkest Jersey 


EWSPAPER account tell of the lights go- 
ing out in two New Jersey towns. Rather 
SES appropriate, we think, in view of some of 

Ë the, more or less, recent happenings in 
that remarkable state. When they can make 
such records for themselves in the light, what 
heights, or depths might they not reach under 
cover of darkness? 


When we read in the papers of the terrible 
things that happen “over in Jersey,” we won- 
der why the missionaries waste their time on 
cannibal islands and in “darkest Africa.” These 
Jersey skeeters won't even take Prohibition seri- 
ously. 

Now that they have doused their lights per- 
haps the “moonshine” will keep the merry inhabi- 
tants sufficiently lit up. 

Meanwhile, Father Knickerbocker keeps a 
wary eye on his so “sociable” neighbors across 
the river. If they cannot pull down the shades 
they can at least put out the lights. Naughty, 
naughty! 
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The Misunderstood French 


HROUGH the agency of certain vulgar 
publications and the mistaken interpre- 
wai tations of many individuals, France has 
== been done a great injustice. It is com- 
mon belief in this country of ours that every- 
thing French is immoral, even to the point of 
obscenity. This is not so. A faulty translation 
of the French language with a total disregard 
for the many different shades of meaning, 
coupled with an ever-ready tendency to imagine 
the worst, has given the average American's con- 
ception of France a black eye. 

We must bear in mind that our social, moral, 
and economic codes are very different from those 
of Lafayette's mother country. La Belle France 
is grossly misunderstood and more sinned against 
than sinning. 

In the native tongue and judged by the native 
mind and understanding a certain joke or story 
is purely humorous, a bit risque undoubtedly but 
by no means objectionable. "That same joke or 
story when crudely translated into our English 
and viewed with our extraordinary combination 
of false honesty and hypocracy at once becomes 
a monstrosity of vulgar suggestion. We are un- 
fair. We mistake and condemn our conception 
penering that it is the Frenchman who is at 
ault. 

If a native maid from one of the smaller isl- 
ands of the South Seas should happen to walk 
down Fifth Avenue or Main Street clad only in 
her customary wreath of blossoms, the Ameri- 
can people would regard her only by their own 
familiar standards. Some would throw up their 
hands in righteous conster- 
nation at the brazen dis- 
playing of her unclothed 
body. Others would stare 
and gloat over the unusual 
sight, seeing only the wan- 
ton aspect and drinking in 
the innocent details through 
their own perverted eyes. 


Few indeed would there be who would appreciate 
the true state of affairs and realize that the dif- 
ference lay in environment and interpretation 
rather than in a disregard for our standard of 
proper clothing. 


The French are a pleasure loving, tempera- 
mental and frank people. Certain natural facts 
and situations that we hold in foolish secrecy 
are, to them, unashamed commonplaces. They 
love the intriguing hint of naughtiness but ab- 
hor crudity and e&tremes. They are an imagi- 
native race and desire to use their natural gifts 
each one to his own discretion. 


The extreme conceptions of so-called French 
humor is not French at all but merely a per- 
verted English version that most of us accept 
without question and greedily devour at every 
opportunity as we loudly deplore France’s sup- 
posed immorality. 


We would do well to remember that it is not 
what you do but how you do it, it is not what 
you say but how you say it, and by the same 
e it is not what you see but how you con- 

rue it. 


TEST 


She shortened her skirts as Fashion decreed, 
She shingled her hair and put on speed, 
She gave Father Time the grand Ha-Ha, 
And no one believed her a grandmamma. 


IL 
No word of scandal scorched her name, 
Though she was a fly-by-night, 


And though she flirted with the flame, 
None censured her delight. 


For she was just a flitting moth, 
And that was quite alright. 
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Is Luther Burbank an Infidel? 


HE snowy--locked old wizard of horticul- 
ture has startled some of our more or less 
Sal susceptible dignitaries by brazenly coming 

—7 forth and declaring himself an infidel. It 
is with consternation that many view this extra- 
ordinary statement by a man held in such uni- 
versal high esteem as Luther Burbank. 


During the seventy-seven years of his life Bur- 
bank has elevated himself to somewhat the sta- 
tus of a demi-god and his word is bound to have 
Bee weight with a great number of peo- 
ple. 

Why has he flaunted the banner of the unbe- 
liever? Perhaps his own words will make his 
position clearer. He declared, during a talk at 
the First Congregational Church of San Fran- 
cisco, that “The idea that a good God would send 
people to a burning Hell is utterly damnable to 
me!” Imagine the shock of this statement to 
certain very pious individuals. Without a hell 
to threaten with what argument would be left? 
Only common sense laws of nature that all races 
and creeds recognize in some manner or form. 
Without a hell the one great weapon of intimi- 
dation is taken away. 

But Burbank is not a wild-eyed fanatic. He 
has no desire to destroy religion or to throw 
the masses into a state of mental panic. He 
says, “I love everybody, I love everything. I love 
Humanity, it has been a constant delight during 
all my seventy-seven years of life, and I love all 
the works of Nature.” Hardly the sentiments 
one would expect from an avowed infidel. 

Mr. Burbank further goes on to say “All plants, 
animals and Man are already in Eternity, travel- 
ling across the face of Time, whence we know 
not, whither who is able to tell? Let us have 
one world at a time. Let us read the Bible with- 
out the ill-fitting colored spectacles of theology. 
just as we read other books, using our own judg- 
ment and reason. Euripides long ago said, ‘Who 
dares not speak his free thought is a slave!” I 
nominated myself as an ‘infidel’ as a challenge 
to thought for those who are asleep. The word 
is harmless if properly used. Its stigma has been 
heaped upon it by unthinking people who asso- 
ciate it with the bogey devil, and his malicious 
works. The devil has never concerned me, as I 
have always used my own conscience, not the 
dictum of any cult. If my words have awakened 
thoughts in narrow bigots and petrified hypo- 
crites they will have done their appcinted work.” 


Luther Burbank by no means stands alone in 
his self-appointed “infidelism.” The majority of 
the worlds great thinkers are “unbelievers” in 
that sense of the word. The learned scientists 
who delve deep into the mysteries and secrets of 
Nature can read beyond the printed word and 
scale the cramping walls of bigotry. Their keen 
trained perception easily pierces the sleazy ta- 
bric of hypocracy and they see the world as it 
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really is and the scheme of Life as it is written 
in the Book of Time. 

When Mr. Burbank finished his talk there were 
many who were shocked into temporary speech- 
lessness but there were hundreds of the audience 
who crowded about him to shake his hand. 


RL 


Snowflakes 


Snowflakes, whirling, swirling snowflakes, 
milling around, carried aloft, hurrying past only 
to rest one upon another in shapeless drifts and 
be ruthlessly brushed away and trod upon by 
passing feet. 

Dainty white bits of fairy texture alluring, de- 
sirable, but who can retain a snowflake? What 
touch, however reverent can preserve its frail 
loveliness? 


Human ideals, these snowflakes, hopes and 
dreams. 
KEJA 
Today 


The Future never will be, 

The Past never was, 

Only the Present is tangible, 

Only Now a reality. 

Let us not sorrow after moments gone by, 
Nor yearn for those yet to come, 

But Live and Love while our day is here, 

For the shadows of Night follow the Sunshine, 
And Age treads fast on the heels of Youth. 


TSX 


Trying to maintain a reputation for being a 
good fellow has bankrupted many an otherwise 
clever man. 


O much has already been 
said about that intrigu- 
Sai ing mystery known as 

==” “love” that it would seem 
rather absurd to devote much 
of our valuable space to a fur- 
ther discussion of the subject. 
However, the recently aired 
views of Professor David Sea- 
bury of New York merit a few 
words. He has attempted to 
classify Love and thus get a 
better understanding of the 
present-day marriage situation. 

Professor Seabury names 
seven different “loves” and ex- 
plains them as follows: 

1. Mate Love—tThis is the 

highest form, and in this class- 
ification the two people are psy- 
chic partners, just as happy to- 
gether as alone. The dual soli- 
tude idea. 
. 2. Partnership Love.—Here 
iL is the desire to build a home 
and have children that predomi- 
nates. 

3. Romantic Love. — This 
follows the Romeo and Juliet 
idea and lasts only as long as 
the romance endures. It looks 
for angels and gods and needs 
a mixture of common sense. 

4. Emotional Love. — Mag- 
netic unity like the devotion of 
a dog for its master dominates 
this kind of union. 

9. Sex Love.—Inadequate in 
itself but very necessary as a 
supplement to the other forms. 


o? 


6. Propinquity. — Mutual 
surroundings and experiences 
control this form of love. 

7. Frigid Love.—This form 
is nothing more than marrying 
for a luneh basket, the search 
for security and protection. Too 
Many modern marriages are 
based on this. 

Although, perhaps, they are 
not quite as well named as they 
might be, the professor’s seven 
so-called “loves” cover the field 
pretty thoroughly. He scouts 
the old adage that “Marriages 
are made in Heaven,” saying 
that it is this mistaken idea that 
is the cause of so many divorces 
and marital difficulties. 

Professor Seabury declares, 
“Marriage must shape itself to 
human nature and it is silly to 
think that it can be predestined. 
There is nothing more insane 
than the present marriage cere- 
mony in which the contracting 
parties promise to “love for- 
ever.” It is biologically and 
psychologically impossible for 
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two persons to make such a 
promise, because love is not of 
the will. I believe that God 
is love and that what God has 
joined let no man put asunder 
but unless there is love the 
couple is not really joined.” 

All well and good but accord- 
ing to the professor’s own classi- 
fication, in every marriage love 
is present in one form or an- 
other. The two ideas do not 
team up so very well when 
viewed through the same pair of 
spectacles. 

We would rather place Love 
in two major classes, Spiritual 
Love and Material Love and say 
that a marriage was not a suc- 
cess unless there were a proper 
proportion of both loves pres- 
ent. 

Material Love seems to pre- 
dominate in modern nuptials 
and being of unstable fabric is 
soon dissipated or destroyed. 
It is Spiritual Love that forms 
an invisible bond and cements 
two individuals into a better 
and fuller whole. 

Marriage may not be made 
in Heaven but Spiritual Love 
is surely not a product of a 
mundane world. 

It seems to us that Professor 
Seabury is not thoroughly ae- 
quainted with his subject and 
that the word “love’’ has been 
used in two broad and elastic 
a manner. 


Does A Joke Have to be “Smutty” to be Appreciated? 


UMOR is one of Nature’s kindest gifts. 
Why then should we degrade it by link- 
ing it with unclean thoughts and perverted 
Comedy does not need the mask 
of lewdness in order to appeal to our smiles and 
Where then lies the charm of a “dirty” 
Surely not in the 
dictates of our sense of es e in a latent 

is 
should be curbed rather than fostered, for 
it is a dangerous influence on MS Le 

e 
alarming crop of salacious literature 
that has flooded the country has done 
Humor and Art a great injustice by 
masquerading under their banners. 
A certain spice and daring is in- 


ideas ? 


laughter. 
story or a “smutty” joke? 


degrading carnal instinct. 


willed and mentally feeble. 


people. 


instinct 


triguing and not objectionable but bald vulgarity 
and obscenity is disgusting to proper thinking 


It is the earnest desire of SPICE 0’ LIFE to 
avoid all unclean copy either of word or picture. 
We wish to give our readers good wholesome hu- 
mor with just the right touch of spice. By com- 
bining a laugh with a serious thought and an im- 

partial view of the ingredients of Life we 
hope to be successful in setting a new 
standard in periodicals. 


* * Ld 


BATH LINEN 


Proprietor—Do you want towels 
in your room? 

Dick—Not if there are any sheets 
on the bed. —' Easy Come, Easy Go." 


SPICE O LIFE 


Forty-five 


RESENT day deluge of soft coal soot is 
P proving very detrimental to art in many 
AZ ways. More “Nocturnes” are being painted 
on account of the unavoidable darkening 
of colors. 

One model compplains that sh is obliged to take 
at least two baths & week now. 

Some artists are losing money by oversleep- 
ing. The blackening of their skylights makes 
them think that it is still night. 

A Greenwich Village book dealer let it be 
known around that he had some dirty pictures 
for sale cheap. The Villagers who flocked to his 
shop found out that they were merely the ones 
that he had been displaying in his windows for 
the past month or so. 

Samuel T. Flasque, the well-known painter 
of nudes has had to change the title of his latest 
picture from “Godiva on a White Horse" to 
‘Negro Slave Girl on a Mule.” 

Billy Mattern says that he doesn’t care a 
whoop about the coal situation since he jilted 
that pretty little Russian model of his. She must 
be making it pretty hot for Billy. 

Olga Allsoff, the promising young sculpptress 
of Eighth Street, is looking for a male model of 
the Valentino type. Most any P. 
corner drug store or barher shop 4 
should yield a fine crop to pick 
from. 


Gordon Brent is suing his lat- 
est wife for divorce. He claims 
that he hocked the kitchen stove 
and she never missed it for over 
two weeks. 


Mollie Zipper was asked when 
she learned to inhale smoke and 
replied that it was when she was 
in Pittsburgh last winter. 


Artists models are said to age very rapidly. 
Must be because they have to “bare” so much. 

Morris Seldon says that the only trouble with 
these “free love” is that it is so blamed expen- 
sive. 

We always thought that Paul Travers was a 
ladies’ man but after seeing his wife we take 
it all back. She is decidedly no lady. 

When asked if his room mate drank to excess, 
Johny Pelham said that the blamed fool would 
drink to anything. 

We believe that Henry Schultz must be a vege- 
tarian because he lives on apple-sauce. 

Blanche Hopper is said to be so honest that 
she even returns stolen kisses. 

The latest thing in the Village is liquor-fiavored 
desee for the distribution of intoxicating 

isses. 


Ben Tupper says that girls ought to have 
more brains than men. They so seldom use 
them. 

The model's motto, “Never put off 'till tomor- 
row what yyou can take off today." 

Freddie Lake calls his model “Eczema” ’cause 
she irritates him so. 


Frank Blossom says that Sally is the sweetest 
model that he has ever had. 
Sally uses powdered sugar in- 
Stead of face powder and mas- 
sages with charlotte russe. 


Jake Stiles got pretty well 
beaten up for kissing a bride 
after the wedding ceremony. 
Jake should not have waited un- 
til so long after the ceremony. 


Little Sadie Perkins thinks 
that alligators should smell 
sweet because they are born in 
Florida water. 


SPICE O' LIFE 


heir competitors and at the same time keep out of jail. 


Some of the latest Broadway shows 


ENS modern theatrical producers seem to b e hard put in order to keep one jump ahead of 
t 


have about reached the limit as far as the "take off" is concerned. Nature alone seems to 
be the most popular costumer and a show is not a show unless it really does show and 


thereby hangs a tale. 


A demure little maid from “the provinces" came to New York and by virtue of her—er— 
pleasing personality was given a job in the chorus of one of the big revues. 
When she showed up at the theatre for her first “dress” rehearsal she asked one of the stage 


hands where the chorus girls' dressing room was. 


with a grin, *Oh, you must be a new one. 


He looked puzzled for an instant then replied 


Say, Kid, this is a revue, not 'Uncle Tom's Cabin.' 


Just check your clothes with the door man an' go out and do your stuff." "But what about chang- 


ing costumes?" asked the girl. 


*Say, you sure are green, Sweety," laughed the fellow. 
trician does all of that with his lights. All you got ta do is just be there." 


“The elec- 
And anybody who has 


forked over a heavy slice of dough for a “down front" seat at any of the modern productions knows 
that there is more truth than banana oil in that package. 
Honestly, nudity is getting to be so customary that Lady Godiva would need a whale staff of 
press agents and a Jazz Band in order to arouse any undue interest in the blase 


publie. 


“Vanities” 

NE of the most fascinating 
jewels in Broadway’s set- 
gm ting is Earl Carroll's 
SS Vanities.” This scintillat- 
ing revue is as perfect a bit of en- 
tertainment as any we have ever 
had the opportunity of enjoying. 
Mr. Carroll is a past master of the 
art of selecting and presenting 
beautiful girls and this edition of 
his “Vanities” is the crowning 
triumph of his envied career. 

The production is peppy, hu- 
morous and colorful with a bevy 
of the loveliest maidens ever pre- 
sented to a critical Broadway audience. The mu- 
sic is catchy and the songs well sung, while the 
continuous flow of comedy is unique and refresh- 
ing. 

The whole atmosphere of “Vanities” is spicy, 
even rare but handled with such an adroit mas- 
ter touch that at no time does it cross the deli- 
cate boundary and become crude or vulgar. It 
is truly an artistic masterpiece and one of which 
the Rialto is justly proud. 


The Broadway Eves are expecting a carload of choice applesauce at 
any time now with the compliments of certain scandalized societies. 
To date, however, the Serpent has been unavoidably detained. 


“Artists and Models” 


OR those who revel in dis- 
plays of the "form divine” 
Eee and thrill at the glimpse 
——7 of enchanting curves, 
purely for Art’s sake of course, 
we can highly recommend Shu- 
bert’s “Artists and Models,” 
Paris Edition. 

Seldom has such an artistic 
eyeful been offered to the "tired 
business man.” The production 
is colorful and daring and the 
skilfully displayed samples of 
beautiful womanhood tempting 
in the extreme. Many gorgeous 
tableaux bewilder the eager eye and the added 
minor touches of comedy and melody combine 
in the making of an evening of excellent enter- 
tainment. 


Dress me in my robes ef scarlet, 
Perfume sweet my hair, 

Tend me well for Love is calling, 
Make me wond’rous fair. 


Dress me in my veil ef mourning, 
Darkened is the sky. 

Leave me with my hour of sorrow, 
Love has passed me by. 


SPICE O' LIFE 


RADIO = 
RAVINGS 


HIS is Station W-B-C 
broadcasting. The Ritzy- 
m Spitzy Quartet wil now 
7 warble that old favorite 
entitled *Ma and Pa both voted 
Dry but the Baby  voted-er- 
Democratic." 
* * * 
“The hours I’ve spent in taking thee 
apart, 
Have cost me needed rest and lots of 
dough, 
But still thy place is close unto my 
heart, 
My Radio, my Radio ——.” 


* * * 


We heard a good one the 
other day about a certain movie 
actor who was taken with 
cramps while bathing and nearly 
drowned. The trouble was that 
there was no extra there to 
double for him. 

* * * 


We know a minister who is 
the author of more freak hook- 
ups than any radio expert in 
the business. 

* * * 


She met him gayly at the door, 
A blush was on her cheek, 


They clinched and when they broke 
away, 


The blush was on her Sheik. 


ALGERNON D. PIMPLE 
Broadcaster of Bed-time Stories 
and. Eseence of Cloves 


It is rumored that the wizard 
Marconi is working on à new 
kind of radio that will broadcast 
smell as well as sound. Maybe 
we'll soon get the aroma of 
garlic with our Grand Opera 
and the sweet fragrance of 
synthetic gin with our jazz. 
Aint science just grand? 


Perhaps you have wondered 
why radio dealers are more or 
less cracked. This bit of ‘typical 
conversation broadcasted from a 
radio supply shop will show you 
why massive brains break under 
the strain. “Do you charge ra- 
dio batteries?” 

“Yes, ma’am.” 
= “Well, give me one and charge 
IE 2 

“But a new battery don’t need 
chargin’, lady !” 

“But I have no money with 
me." 

“Oh, you want credit?” 

"No, I want a battery and I 
can't wait all day." 

"Let's get this straight. You 


want a battery and you want it 


on time." 


“I must have one that will go 
well with the wall paper." 

“Say, do you want an ‘A’ or 
a ‘B’ battery ?" 

"Let me see some 'D's and 
*E's, please." 

*What kind of a set have you 
anyway ?" 

"I haven't any set." 

“Well then what do you want 
a radio battery for?" 

“For my door bell." 

"But you don't want a radio 
battery." 


“Well, I took the wire off my- 
self to hang up a picture with." 
"Lady, you've got your 
aerial all tangled up. You want 
to see a doctor, not a radio deal- 


*Sir, how dare you!" 

“Dunno lady, unless I've got 
a touch of static.” 

“Goodness! Is it catching?” 

“Yep, sure is." 

"I'm going right out and get 
disinfected.” 


AN EARLY SUMMER MORNING BROADCASTER 


3 & 


MOST ANY ANNOUNCER 


“Don’t worry, ma’am, you’re 
already disconnected." 

The door slams behind the 
indignant Mrs. So-and-So and 
the poor radio dealer collapses 
behind the counter. 

D 


“T got ten thousand miles on 
one tube.” 

What sort of a set 
have you?” 

“Oh, that was an inner tube 
on my flivver.” 
* * * 

Some Women's Clubs have 
started a movement to adopt 
permanent waves for sending 
stations. 

* * 

Loud-speakers have been in 
constant use ever since Adam 
got Station W-I-F-E. 

* * * 
A GLIMPSE OF THE 
FUTURE 

"Let's tune in on China and 
have a little chop suey." 

“Naw, the static gives me in- 
digestion." 
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JOY and FUN 


Asil, 


“Good gracious! 
when you're kissed?” 


Do you always squeal like that 


Asil. 


THE OFFICE TALKERS 


“Say, maybe I’m not glad that’s over! 
makes me sick, that guy.” 

"Smatter now?” 

"Aw, you'd think he was President Coolidge, the 
way he gives hisself airs. I was takin’ his dictation 
an’ right in the mist of a letter he stops an’ says 
real sarcastic, ‘Maybe you could make better time in 
long hand. Miss Beck. w’y doncha try it?’ He sure 
makes me sore." 

*Yeh, he's sure a certified pain in the neck, awright. 
The best way with him is to not pay any ’tention— 
jes’ ignore 'im like he hadn't spoken.” 

“Thass wut T thought. so I just looked at 'im 
haughty an' never answered. Just like yesterday when 
he calls me in an’ says, ‘Perhaps I am a bit ole fash- 
foned, Miss Beck, but I prefer a dasha punchaytion 
here 'n' there in my letters, and your spellin'. if you'll 
perdon my sayin’ so, is a bit ultrer fer my simple 
tastes.’ Blah! I never even rave ‘im the satisfaction 
of a answer—Wut? Oh, awright, Mr. Simmons, I yam 
doin’ your letter. Yeh, course I’ll have it done by 
five, it’s oney ‘leven now. Now, Tessie, I ost yuh— 
thass just a sample!’’ 

“Yah, he's sure a certified pain in the neck, I'll say!" 

N. Y, World. 


He sure 
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ANOTHER PAIR OF SEXES 
T 
A Man Shops 


“That blue necktie. 
* * * "Thanks." 


please. * * * How much? 


II. 
A Woman Shops 


"I'd like to look at some searfs. Or is it scarves? 
+ * * I want a good quality. Four-ninety-eight to 
fifteen dollars? Well, I don't mind paying twelve or 
fifteen dollars to get the one I want. It must be blue 
and orange. Let's see, I want it to wear with my 
gray dress and then with my blue one, too. No, that's 
not the right shade. I’m afraid not. That wouldn't 
do at all. * * + This is good looking. What’s the 
price of this one? The orange with blue flowers. 
* * * My, isn't that expensive for such thin ma- 
Perhaps that shade of blue would clash with 
I guess I'd better not risk it. Ten dollars, 
did you say? Well. that's not the shade, I'm sure. 
+ * è What are those over there?  Four-ninety- 
eight? Oh, those are the cheapest, aren't they? Is 
there an orange and blue one there? Oh, ves. But 
I don't care for that one especially. $ $ . 
That rose one is very pretty. Yes, that’s stunning. 
That one next the green. I think DU take that one. 
* + * Seven dollars? Well, I don't believe that 
would look very well with my tan dress, would it? 
No. never mind, I don't think I care for it. * * * 
1 just thought I'd see what'you had, anyway." 

N. V. World. 


terial! 
my dress. 


ST 


NAUGHTY NEW YORK 


Nine-tenths of the wet propaganda emanates from 
New York City. The country tukes its cue from New 
York. It has the New York complex.—A Morals Beard. 


How passing pure our land might be, 
From waves of crime and so forth free, 
How sweet might Washington remain, 
And cities on the Western plain, 

And Cincinnati and Beloit 

And Allegheny and Detroit, 

If no one taught them wiid idears 
Concerning wicked wines and beers' 


Alas! the City of the Cod 

Is now consuming forty-rod, 

Fair Pittsburgh is immersed in sin 
And Kansas City calls for gin, 

While Philly's full 'most every night 
And Baltimore's extremely tight, 

What is it makes them draw the cork? 
I tell you, brethren, it's New York! 


N, Y. Times. 
Ki) 


JUST AS BAD 


Jones—I didn’t sleep a wink all night. 
awful toothache. 

Smith—Ah, you should try repeating to yourself, fifty 
times every day, “Get behind me, pain!" 

Jones—Nothing doing. Do you think I want ium- 
bago? Syracuse Post-Standard. 


I had an 


Photo by De Mirjian 


OLGA BOROWASKI 


Earl Carroll Vanities 
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THE HANDY SIZE 
RADIO LOG BOOK 
Compiled by 
Frank E. Harth 
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